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© TO THE READ ER. 


. 
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1 rage for hiſtorical Pittures i in this King- 
dom, fo nobly rewarded by Meſſrs. BoyDzLL and 
Meri, hath, with the great encouragement of 
two or three of the principal Muſes, tempted me 
to offer ſubjects to the labourers in the graphie 
vinggard. When Shakeſpeare and Milton are ex- 
bauſted, I may preſume that the following Odes, 
Tales, and Hints, in preference to the labours of 
any other of our Britiſh Bards, may be adopted by - 


the bruſh of Genius: Had I not thus ſtepped for- 


ward as the champion of my own merit, which is 
degmed ſo neceſſary now-a-days for the obtention 
of public notice, not only by authors, but by, tete- 

makers, perfumers, elaſtic truſs and parliament 
ſpeech makers, £c. who, in the daily news. papers, 
are the heralds of their own ſplendid abilities, I 
might poſſibly be paſſed by without obſervation, 
and thus a great part of a poetical immortality be 
> dh to a phil BOY honte. 
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SCENE—THE. ROYAL. ACADEMY. 


Pikes and _ will to this fair meeting? 
I come not with hoſtility,” but greetings; 
Not eagle-like to /cream, but dove-like co it: 
I come not with the ſword of Vengeance, . 
To flaſh, and act as journeyman to TIR % 
The Go himſelf is juſt vd to do it, 


To make each feeble figure A poor corle, Dy 
I come not with the ſhafts of ſatire ſporting; 


Then view me not like Stubbs's ſtaring horſe, ; 
With terror on th' approaching lion ſnorting: 
4 come to bid the hatchet's labours ceaſec, 
And ſmoke with friends the calumet of peace. 


ght of the polar ſtar, or bear, don't ſtart, 


* 


Sir 


art!” 
4 ' 7 
P $* *« * } J 


\ 


And, like ſome long-ear'd creatures, bray, We 


Fey ' SUBJECTS FOR EY 
Sir WILLIAM, ſhut your ell-wide 
Tor; 4 
J come not hexe, believe me, to complain® 
Of ſuch as dar d employ thy I 
And criticiſe an economic error. 8 A | 
I come not here to call thee knave or foal; 4 
And bid thee ſeek again Palladio's ſchool jj 
Or copy Heav'n, who form'd thy head fo thi 
To give ſtability to ſtone and brick: N 
No—'twould be cruel now to make a . 5 5 


5 The very ſtones already have cry'd out. 


4 
I come not here, indeed, new cracks, to ſpy, 4 
And call thee for the workmanſhip hard names; 
Jo point which wing thalt next forfake the ſky, 


And curable i in the Strand, or in the Thames. f 
Nor come | here 2 cover thee with ame, &. 


Like calves vr pigs, into a pen, 7 
To ſee the King of England and his dane, 
55 3 Ae 


| . A TR 3 * the Royal , mie ut an er- 
traordinary expence, fell to the ground, lately ; but as the Knight 
is a favourite at Court, no harm is done. The nation is ble 
to ber it dia, which will be a honcfit ticket o_ Sir William's 
way. TIN. 1 


+ Sir William 28 ully gave orders OY non-admilfon gf 
the Royal Academiciaus into the Academy, to ſee the 
, to St. Paul's, as he had ſome women and ch 
bis acquaintance who wiſhed to ſee the ſhow. Half a dawen 
boards were conſequently ordered to be put tame on che 
1 80 * the building 3 reception. 


r 
. , 
Fo. 
£8" 
1 . 


ai | a 180 | = 
enters FOR. PAINTBRS: "Il p A 
and coaches, golden horſe and foot; 
NM idſt peopled windows, chimnies and old walls; 
Midſt marrowbones and cleavers, fife and ute, . 


Paſling in pious pilgrimage to Paul's: 


7 - 
F; 4 82+ #1 


Wha, as the how af crude; 5 
The Nin; as if in mockery from. che Ry, 

Dribbled on ev'ry academic nob, 2 
An waſh*d each pigtail ſmart, and pawder'd bob; 5 


Wasted many a viſage, black, and brown, aa fair, 
Gwing to each ſo pictureſque an air 22 
Reſembling that of drooping, rain - oak d e 32 

' Offi what's a better pitture, parbeit d hs © 
Wpilſt chou, great Jovz upon Olympus, aping, . 
Didſt ſit majeſtic, from a window gaping, _ 


= O Wer chat fix d ind eee ee * 
Which ſcowling marks the bard with donbt and fear: 
"Thy forms are ſacred from my wrath divine : | 
Twere cruel to attack ſuch crippled creatures, 
| 80 very, very feeble in their natures, _ 
| Already gaſping in a deep decline! 


_ a 
: 
"yp i 


1 ſeek them not with ſcalping thoughts, indeed! 
Too great my ſoul t6 bid the figures bleed: 
May peace and happineſs attend mm 
Where' er they go, poor imps, God mend l 


Lets 


1.come not to impart to thee the crime 1 nog 
Of over-dealing in the true ſublime; 9 
4 Lſcorn with malice thus thy fame to wounds... 
Nor cruel to declare, and hurt thy trade, 

| That too divine effects of light and ſhade . 

, Were ever 'midft chy labours to be bnd 


ys | | Nor 


— 


9 : 1) 
jy W er von eee, 


That Ne Apen, e, 
Too ſtrongly from the canyaſs + 

And damn thee thus with Raynart's 
Befides, againſt the ſtream I ſcorn to ruſhy 
The world ne'er faid, nor thought it ol "Of bruſh. 


Were I to write thy epitaph, Fd fag,” = * 
„ Here lies below a painter's day, ' © 5 

„Who work'd away moſt furiouſly for Kings; 
* And prov'd- chat fire of inclination: 
« For pleaſing the great Ruler of a Nation, 


And fire of genius, are two diffrent _ 


Nor tet here t inform ſome men ſo wiſe, .. 153 
Who ſhine not yet upon the R. A. liſt, 


Mu, 


„* . 
£ ES 
| 


That limbs inſpaſms and crack'd; and goggling 1 | 


With grandeur cannot well exiſt. 
Nay, let it be recorded in my rhyme, 0p 
Convulſions cannot give the true ſublime, | *. a 


Saint vrrus might be virtuous ta romance - 

Peace to the manes of that capering Saint ! 

Vet let me tell the ſons of paint, Ty 
Sublimity adorneth not his dance.” _ 15 
With ſaucer eyes, and dire diſtortion, F 
Will only make a good abortion. 5 


"Me landſcape-painters, may your gold ſtreams lee 

Sleep, golden ſkies and bulls, and golden cows, 
And golden groves and vales, and golden ſheep, | 
' And golden goats, the golden graſs that DOOM 


Which with fuch golden luſtre flame, ' WP 
7 As beat the very golden frame pe 


" 1 
_ 
„ *. 
| | | 15 Peace 
# 1 Ab 
e # * 
* 


"MP * 
1 
5 $ * 
l = 
4 * + 1 
* 
4 


Teach to the e ſeenes of N 


Av. d 1 approach, ye" fov'r "reigns, of the bruſh, 

With MovesTy's companion ſweet, a bluſh, 

nd befitation nat ral to her tongue 

And eye ſo diffident, with beam ſo mild; 

Like Eve's when Adam on her beauties nila, 

And led her bluſhing, nothing loath, long. 
give the lady a green gown ſo ſweet, 

On beds of roſes, Love's delicious ſeat: 


Fer es, ſober, trembling, Quaker-like, I « come 
I0 this great Dou, AHV 
10 offer ſubjects to the ſons of paint; 1 F ” 
Accept the pleaſant tales and hints I bring, . © 
Of Knight and Lord, and Commoner and King, 
Sweeter than hiſt'ry of embowell'd ſaint; 
Or martyr, beat like Shrovetide cocks with bats, 
And fird like turpentin'd poor roaſting rats. 


Inimical as dogs to pigs, | 

| Or wind and rain to powder'd wigs, . 

Or mud from kennels to a milk-white- eng) 
- Hoſtile to Pzrzx's phiz as if a peſt, 
Why ſprings the man of hiſt'ry, Miſter Wzsr, 
And cries, Off, off! your tales and hints are ſhock- 
2 ing; 
e Inventions—fabrications—lies—damn'd lies! 
* « Kings, and the world beſides, thy ſpite * 


þ Sir you're a liar, ev'ry body knows it ; ; 
* 05 Sir, every — ſtanza ſhows it: . | 


Sir, 3 


* . * 
F * 6. 
* V " 
* 
4 4 


4 8 


10 SUBJECTS FOR. PAINTERS, | 
0 PCI us... Ine 
< In ſpheres tob high their uorbs ſuperi ar roll 
* By thy poor, little grov'ling, mole-ey*d-lout, 
4 Thou outcaſt of Parnaſſus, to de ſern. 4 


« Sir they do-hemour 60 their god-like les, 
The two firſt luminaries of the nation, 1 


So meck, good, gen rous, virtuous, hawk, 
2 wiſe; 215 


92 nid con, e 


— . — — 4 
| 3 — —_ 


— 
3 4 
— — 9 Ano —— — * 


. 


4 Curs' da with a conſcience blacker than my hat,” 


at z 
l | ec Art rival to that Bann the Prince of Lies. * 
« Go, pour thy venom on my Lean *— 7 
| 
| 


« A whiſper, Hopkins, Stermhold, in thy car: 
* King Leax, to mortify thee, goes 
% Where MajzsTY delights with WzsT to 1 | 
«© Much more than Miniſters of State— | = 
Where thou ſhalt never, never ſhow thy naſe! # 


* e Where Pages fancy it a blobs crime, | 
«6 * Thou foul-mouth'd fellow, to repeat thy +rbyme ;, 55 
„ Where ev'ry cook, it is my firm belief, 

„ make it a religious point, 

© Rather tian put thy traſh upon à joint, 
66 Dol eee bara the beef. 4 


i Ps” 
MT | « There's 


9 8 A pretty iron-laring fetch . 


1 Here Mr. Weſt is miſtaken. The works of the acted # 
Baap, haudfomely bound in morocco leather, de now. in be 
Library at the Queen $ Palace: his Majeſty has done mor 
has written Ntes on the 1 M 9 Poet, .to have ch for 


2 commentator. 


1 


A 0 
* 2 
. 
5 n 
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| . not a ſhopkeeper in Windfor towmnn 
hat would not hang thee, ſhoot _ ſad thee, 
1 dr own; , 
„ doth net dam thy kuf, ly oder and tees; 
<< That doth not think thy works would give diſeaſe 
64 To ev'ry thing they wrapp'd—to bread, to cheeſe; 
| * Nay, give contagion to a bag of nails. 
The very Windſor dogs and cats, * 
£ . The very Windſor owls and bun, 
* Would howl and ſquall, and HOPE and . to 
meet 
£ Like thee a raggamufſin | in the ſtreet. 


« The ſervant maids of * Windſor, 88 

« Some pointing brooms, and ſome a ſcornful mop, 

7 Their loyal fentiments would diſembogue, 
And taunting cry, © 'There goes a tying rogue.” 


* 


5 


7% 


5 Behold, rank impudence thy rhymes inſpire ; | 

Conſummate inſolence thy verſe provoke! 
* Fool! to believe thy muſe a muſe of fire! 
HA chimney-{weeper's drab, a muſe of ſmoke. 


The very Bellman's rhymes poſſeſs more merit, 
.- * Nay, I Nichols“ magazine exceeds in ſpirit: ; 
A printer's devil, with conceit ſo drunk, 
8 Who publiſhes for gentleman and trunk; 
A ARTIE Who | 


1 Neither is this true: the works 0 che ſübliwe bas are ; 
Mitter Weſt is not a judge. Jonx's Magazine is a fad 
8 poſſeſſing, however, the merit of bein in guan- 


- tity than other magazines: as for the quality, John, who i is a 
2, moſt excellent tradeſman, deemeth it * no * 


„ 


8 SUBJECTS FOR PAINTERS, | 


* Who ſets up author on old Bowyer” $ / 
. Bowyer, whoſe pen recorded all the raps * 
That hungry authors gave to Bowyer s door, 
< To ſwell the curious literary ſtore: 4 


«© Who on a purblind + antiquarian's back. 
A founder'd, broken-winded hack, 
Rides out to find old farthings, aa and bones ; 
On darkeſt coins the brighteſt legend reads, 


* 4 


On traceleſs copper ſees imperial heads 
And makes inſcriptions older. than the ſtones, 
Joo bids, to give his cuſtomers ſurpriſe, __ 4 


« A Druid altar from a pigſtye riſe. | 
« Yes, Nichols, aping wiſdom through his glaſſes, 
0 Thee, thee APOLLO! 5 ſcavenger, ſurpaſſes; x d 


Soon ſhall we e fee the Fleet thy carcaſe wring, as 
Mean thro' the priſon grate for farthings angling, 
1 Suſpending feet of ſtockings by a ſtring, 4, 
* Or glove or nightcap for our bounty dangling; 


9 Whillt, iſuing from thy mouth. in win 
beard, 4 
Thy pale noſe poking through hy priſon bole, 5 
“The hollow voice of mis? ry will be heard, _ 
_ *,6 © Kind ge 'mman, pity a poor hungry ſoul: 9 
Have pity on a Pris'ner's caſe ſo ſhocking ©. 
& © Good lady, Pr a farthing i in the ocker 


. 66 What 


+ What a Unjlent attack on ah ee. and Ebene i 
Mr, Govon, of Enfield! Can any thing be more bitter, againſt) 
an antiquarian, hero of the firſt fame, for ever at 6Rticuffs with 
Tims, to make him diſgorge the good * he has akon or 

ſuch a ſeries of ages, devouring ! ! wy: 


I 


"a 4 


* 


yy 5 dörhrers FOR PAINTERS; 3 


5 What impudence thus bold a face to puſh, | 
„ Amd with a winking light of paltry ruſh,” 5 
* As if with TxvUTH's bright torch, into our room; 


cc 


To dart on ignorance the fancy'd rays— 
0 To bid of babariſm the empire blaze, 
And kind illumine ExRox's midnight gloom! 


85 Get out, and pertly don t come troubling me; 
A dog is better company than thee.” 2 


Thus eries the King's GREAT PAINTER to the Bazp! 
Such i is of peerleſs Odes the baſe reward! 


I thank ye—much oblig' d t'ye, Miſter wur, 


For thoughts ſo kind,” and prettily expreſt: 
Vet won't I be refus'd, I won't indeed; 
* au muſt, you /hall have tale, and ode, and hint; 
is memory of mine contains a mint: 


And thus, in bold defiance, I proceed. 


[Yet mind me, as, to our bright Kino and Quzex, 
Fͤyeir names are ſacred from the Poet's ſpleen 


Peace to their reign ! they feel no more my jokes, 
Whether to Hanover they wiſely roam, 
Or full as wiſely count their caſh at home: 
My ſatire ſhall not hurt the gentlefolks. 


; Pleas'd in a hut to broil my mutton bone, oe: 
. I ſigh not for the ven'ſon of a throne: 


hy 
£ | 
* 


| Nay, ſlavery doth not with my pride agree; 
A toad-eater's an imp I don't admire; 
* royal ſmall talk doth my foul deſire: 
I've g my R e W 0 for Mes 


* * 
ew 


_ * 
8 p ” 
| | — — 
9 — 
1 
1 
= 


- 


A THOUSAND 


Fes 
— 
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A THOUSAND 1 for AN I could 0. 
To give the artiſt beef and fame: 
Lo!” v ' Hodfell | in his country ſeat ſo fine, 1 


Where SOD foams along a bed of carrots, _ £4 
Inſtead of cleaving through his native brine ;- 4 


Where Paouzus ſtrikes to cabbages his ſtrings; : LY 
Where Lovx o'er garlic waves his purple _— ; 
Where Mars, to vanquiſh beets, heroic N 
And, arm'd with lightnings, with terrific ches, 5 
The great and mighty Rur ER of the ſkies _ Y 
Sublimely thunders through a bed of beans; Wi 


Cloſe by whoſe ſide the haymakers are mating, kr 
; And Dutchmen to their knees 3 in onions 


= 


A Murry 1 in 80 Houſe of Lords, 
- Swallowing, alas! a bitter, bitter pill; 99 

Eating, poor man, his own ſad words, 
Exceedingly againft his noble will ; 


Whilſt RawDon by his fide, with martial face, 
Commandeth him to ſwallow with a grace; 
Would make an intereſting ſcene, indeed, | 
And ſhow the courage of King Charles's breed! 


How like a Doctor, forcing down the throat "% | 
Of ſome. poot puling child a doſe of faks, 5 


At which its little ſoul reveltss, 3 
With vriggling nated OY and piteous note; 5 
4 * 


A metchant of tafle. 


A 


— FOR” PAINTERS © 


Yet rows to take the formidable purgę 
Or caſte bitt' rer doſe, the threaten d berge; I 


Or B enpe watchful of the State" 8 falvation, 
 Sprigkling his ravelins o'er the pale- nos'd nation; 
Now buying kathern boxes up by tans,  _- 


Improving thus the bodies of great guns; 4 
Guns bleſt with double natures, mild and th, 


To give # broadſide, or a pineh of fnuſl. 


| Or RicrmonD+ at th” enormous reck'ning ſtruck, 
At Portſmouth battling hard about a * | 


> 


4 certain high and mighty Ducheſs, 
Hugging her huſband in her cat- like clutches, 
'Biting and tearing him with brandy zeal ; 
Whoſe flax in heaps is ſeen to fly around, 
Whilſt he, pale wight, emits à plaintive ſound, 
Like animals that furniſm man with 7 


Would make another pleafing ſcene, 3 
Showing the mettle of an arrant Quean ; 


*>The Duke ebfoluncly ordered camen is be made ob tracker, 
from a ſnuff-box maker, which, at Woolwich, on Saturday the 


| ſecond day of May, 178g, were ſeriouſſy tried, and, like many 
a nobleman, found too oft. 


1 At Portſmouth his Grace, not long ſince, beſpoke a dinner 

„ Gp friends; and berauſe no fork had entered ax roafted 

\ duck, Charles Lenox, Duke of Richmond, Earl of March, 

Maſter General of the Ordinance, Lord Lieutenant and Cuſtos 

KRotulorum of the county of Suſſex, Duke of Lenox in Scot- 

land, and Aubigny in France, Knight of the Moſt Noble Order 

of the Garter, Cc. thought it a grievous impoſition, and or- 

dered the landlord of the inn to dedu& the eighteen pence, the 
price of the duck, from: the bill, which was done accordingly. 
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1 


Not on a Fackaſs mounted, but a ow 


| SALIsB's RY examining the i iron hands. 
Of Fan's and ſweet St. Giles's blackguard bands, 


i 


15 ' 8UBJECTS ron PAINTERS. | 


Longing to ſhine a firſt-rate ſtar at Count 
For ſatire's pen, a ſubject of rare ſport; 1 
Longing to purify a luckleſs blood, 3 

Deep: ſtain d, and ſmelling of its native mud. 


The valiant GLos TER at the. army's bend 


Drawn as the gloriqus Macedonian youth, 


In battle galloping o'er hills of dead, 


Would glow with ſuch an air of truth! 


8 
2 


Of old Bucephalus's breed. 018 ro : 7 


W_ 


That clap our Kings to Parliament and Play | 
Saliſb'ry, too, gauging all their gaping throats, | - 
Exciſeman-like, to find the beſt for notes, 

That money mayn 't be thrown away: 


Reſoly'd from thoſe ſame legions of vulgarity, - 
To get full pennyworths of popularity; 
Reſolv'd his maſter ſhall be fairly treated, 
And not, as uſual, by his ſervants, cheated. 


Ae to give this humour, loving iſle 


A pretty opportunity to ſmile, 1 
Lou paint the Solomon af yon fam'd plane! 3 


Where fair PnILosorhv, the heav'nly dame, 
By barb'rous uſage cover'd deep with ſhame, Y 


No longer ſhows her exil'd face; 3 


8 be Royal Society. - = A 


4 


_ opmznens FOR PAINTERS: 17 


Where . per cent. in value riſe, 
Toadef tadpoles, graſshoppers, and flies ? 


suppe you paint Sir JoszPH all ſo bleſt, 
With many a paraſitical dear gueſt, _ 
Swan by their flatt'ries as a bladder big, 
Throwing away of learning ſuch a waſte, 
And proving his ſuperior. claſſic taſte, 


By ſwallowing the ſumen of a pig? 


Th * : ” 


& 
2 


Prrr trying to e FEY g ft, 

Imploring money for a King ; 
Telling moſt mournful tales of civil liſt, 

The lady's tender heart to wringz 
Tales of expence, tl? effe& of Doctors bills; 
High price of bliſters, boluſes, and pills! 
Long] journey to St. Paul's, t' oblige the nation; 
And give God humble thanks for reſtoration: 


BxT TANA with arch look, the while, 


Partaking ſtrongly of a ſmile, TN 
Pointing to that huge dome, the nation's wealth ; . 


Where people ſometimes place their caſh by ſtealth, 
And, all ſo modeſt with their fecret ſtore, 


| Inform the world they're poor, yes, very poor. 


„The Bank of England. 


* , „* 
E ö ( 
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BRUDENELL and SYMONDs + with each 6 er 
Sweet youths ! for little NoxMAN“s f favouts bg 
A pictureſque effect would form: © 

T bat hugging mother for the daughter's chaſins; it 
_ This, with the yielding damſel in his arms, 8 e 
Taking the citadel by ſtorm:  _ je 
That running with the girl in triumph off; 
| This with the dog, the mother, and the 3 0 


1 
7s 
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— — 8 N 23 
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a I 
A great Law Chief, whom God nor Demon ſcares, - 
Compell'd to kneel and pray;$- who ſwore his pray rs; 
The dev'l behind him, pleas'd and grinning, 
Patting the angry lawyer on the fhivalder, 
Declating nought was ever bolder, 0 
Admiring fuch a novel mode of ſinning : 
Like this, a ſubje& would be reckon'd rare, 
Which proves what blood-game infidels can date; 
Which to my mem'ry brings a fact, 
Which nothing but an Engliſh tar would act. 


In ſhips of war, on Sunday, pray'rs ate giv'n; 5 
For, though fo wicked, faitors think of ne 
F in a ſtorm; | | 


+ Lord B. a” Sir Richard S.%s oct for the chirning) 
| prize is well known to the Opera-Houſe, D 
+ A pretty black-eyed Figurante at the Opera. * 
On the thankſgiving day at St. Paul's. 111 


— 
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if they find no brandy to get drunk, 

duls are in a miſerable funk, 

vow they to th” Almighty | to reform, 

If in his goodneſs only once, once more, 

He'll duffer them to clap one foot on ſhore. | 


In calms, indeed, or gentle airs, 2.4 

They ne'er on week-days peſter Heav'n with pray'rs; 
For tis amongſt the Jacks a common ſaying, L 
0 Where there's no danger, there s no need of pray- 
| * ing. 335 : 


One Sunday morning all were met 
To hear the parſon preach and pray, 
All but a boy, who, willing to forget, 4 > 
That pray'rs were handing out, had ſtol'n away; ; 
And, thinking praying but a uſeleſs To nal 
| Had crawl'd, to take a nap, into a caſſe . 


915 


The che was found miſling ; j and full ſoon 
The boatſwain's cat ſagacious ſmelt him out; 
Gave him a clawing to ſome tune 


This cat's a couſin Germain to the Knout. * - 


« Come out, you ſkulking dog,” the boatſwain cry'd, 

And fave your damn'd young ſinful foul ? © 
He then the moral-mending cat apply'd, | 
And turn'd him like a badger from his hole. 


Sulky, the boy march'd on, nor ſeem'd to mind him, 

Although the boatſwain flogging kept behind him : 

1 Flog, cry'd the boy, flog curſe me, flog ay; 5 
+ u g—but mind God d mn me if Tl pris” 


* A common puniſhment in Ruf- N 5 . - 
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THE KING. OF SPAIN 
* 1 4 8 a 
” 1 ” " þ 
* 
„ 
"No 2 
"4 
WE 
. 
* 


* 


IN ſev'nteen Wesel ſey* tet ie, 
The rich, the proud, the potent King of Spain, 

Whoſe anceſtors ſent forth their troops to _— 
The peaceful natives of the weſtern main, 

With faggots and the blood-delighting ſword, 

To play the devil, to odlige the Lord! | 


For hunting, roaſting heretics, and being, WM 

_ Baking and barbecuing, frying, broiling, 

Was thought Heav'n's cauſe amazingly to farther; ; 

For which moſt pious reaſon, hard to work 

They went, with gun and dagger, knife and fork, 
To charm the God of mercy with their murtheg. 


I ſay, this King i in ſey'nty- eight ſurvey” d, '$ | 

In tapeſtry ſo rich, pourtray'd wa 6+ 
A horſe with ſtirrups, crupper, bridle, ſaddle; 

Within the ſtirrup, lo, the Monarch try'd 

To fix his foot, the paltry to beſtride; 

In vain he could not o' er the palfry ſtraddle! 


, 

T * 
©. 

EY 


Stiff as a Turk the beaſt of yarn remain'd, 4 


And ev'ry effort of the King diſdain'd, 14 
Who midſt his labours to the ground was tumbled, 
And greatly mortified as well as humbled. 


Prodigious 


. 
4, * > 
_ 
vhs . 
1 
* 


Prodigious was the ſtruggle of the day: 


The harſe attempted not to run away; 

At which the poor chaf d Monarch now gan grin, 
And ſwore by ev'ry faint and holy martyr, 
He would not yield the traitor quarter, 
Until he got poſſeſſion. of his ſkin, | 


Not eur fam'd La Mancha's knight, 

Hight Quixorx, at a puppet ſhow, 

Did with more valour ſtoutly fight, 

And terrify each little ſqueaking foe; ._ _ _, 
When bold he pierc'd the lines, immortal fray ; 5 
And broke their: paſteboard bones, and ſtabb'd their 

hearts of hay. 
Not with more energy and fury 
Ihe beauteous ſtreet-walker of Drury © 

Attacks a ſiſter of the ſmuggling trade, 

Whoſe winks, and nods, and ſweet reſiſtleſs ſmile, 
Ah, me! her paramour beguile, 

And to her bed of healthy ſtraw perſuade ; 
Where mice with muſie charm, and vermin crawl, 
And ſnails with ſilver traces deck the wall. 


And now a cane, and now a his he us d; 
And now he kick'd, and ſore the palfry bruis'd; 
Vet, lo, the horſe ſeem'd patient at each kick, 
And bore with Chriſtian ſpirit whip and ſtick; 
And what exceſſively provok?d this Prince, 
The horſe ſo ſtubborn ſcorn'd ev'n once to wince. 


Now ruſh'd the Monarch for a bow and AIDES: 
To ſhoot wad Nr like a rv : | 
= 15 | 


4 
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And lo, with ſhafts well ſteel'd, with all us force, 
Juſt like a pincuſhion, he ſtuck the horſe!" 3 


5 7 


Now with the fury of the chaf'd wild boars. 

With nails and teeth the wounded: horſe he tore; 
Now to the floor he brought the ſtubborm beaſt ; 

Now ofer the vanquiſh'd horſe that dar'd rebel, 

_ Moſt Indian-like, the Monarch gave a yell, 2 

Pleas'd on the quadruped his eyes to feaſt; 

Bleſt as AcHlLLEs, when with fatal-wound - 

He brought the mighty Hxoron to the ground ) 


Yet more to gratify his godlike 1 Ire, 228 
He vengeful flung the paltry in the fire! 


Showing his pages round, poor trembling things, 
How dang'rous to reſiſt the will of Kings. 


— 


» 
- 


LORD BRUDENELL AND THE EUNUCH, . 


A LORD, moſt muſically mad, 
Yet with a taſte ſuperlatively bad, 
Afk'd a ſqueal eunuch to his houſe one day; 
A poor old ſemivir, whoſe throat | 
Had loſt its love-reſounding nate, | 
| Which An r had giv'n, and Tims had ſtoPn 0 


„ Signor SQUALINI, *? with a ſolemn air, 1 
The Loxp began, grave riſing ſrom his chair, 
Taking! SQUALINI kindly by the hand 15 


. Signor 


We 
* 


* 
5 
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— much I fear 
ug got a moſt unlucky ear, 
A that tis Known to all the muſic band. 


6 Fond of abuſe, each fiddling coxcomb carps; 
„Ad, true it is, I don't know flats from ſharps: © 
“ Indeed, Signor SqQUALIn1, tis no hum; ; 
* 80 ill doth muſic with my organs ſuit, 
* ſcarcely know a fiddle from a flute, 
„ The hautboig from the double drum. 


Fe? No ow though with Lords, a number, of this nation, 
1 go to Op'ras, more through faſhion 

Than for the love of mufic, I could wiſh 

7 The world might think I had ſome little t 

< That thoſe two ears were tolerably chaſte; - 

Wo But, Sir, I am as ſtupid as a fiſh. 


$6 Get me the credit of a Cognoſcente, 
6 Gold ſha” n't be wanting to content 7e.“ 


5 *. Braviſſ mo! my Lor,“ reply'd SQUALINI, | 
With acquieſcent bow, and ſmile of ſuavity 
De nobleman muſs never look de ninny.” — 
4. True,” grunts the noble Lord, with German 
gravity. 


= « My Lor, ven men vant money in * purſe, 
Dey do no vant de vorld to tink dem poor 7 
5 Becauſe, my Lor, dat be von ſhabby curſe; 
Dis all ſame ting wid i ignorance, my Lor.“ 


0 6 Right,“ cry'd his Lordſhip i in a grumbling tone, 
Much like a maſtiff jealous of his bone. | 


But 
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But firſt I want ſome technicals, Signor 
Bowing, the Eunuch anſwer'd—* Iſs, my Lor; 
I teaſh your Lorſhip queekly, queekly, all— 
** Dere vat be call de /2fenufo note, * 
Dat be ven ſinger oppen vide de troat, 
$6 And den for long time make de cha, av) 
60 ſquawl ; 
* Muſh long, long note, dat do continue whil 
6A man, my Lor, can valk A mile. 


* 1 


$. * 4 


« My Lor, der likewiſe be de cromatique, '% 
« As if de ſinger vas in greef, or ſick, 8 
* And had de colick—dat be ver, ver fine: 
* 2s high, oh, dat muſician call ſoprano ; 3 
“ De low voice, baſſo ; de ſoff note, piano— _ 
% Bravoura, queck, bold —here Marcheſi Ane 


« Dis Mara, too, and Billington, do know: 10 
Allegro, quick; Adagio, be de flow ; 

<« Pompoſo, dat be manner make de roar : 
%% Maeſtoſo, dat be flow, grand, nobel ting, 
% Muſh like de voice of Emperor, or de King; . 

Or you, my Lor, 

“ When in de Houſe you make de grand oration, | 
< For ſave, my Lor, de noble Englis nation. 


ce Da Capo, dat's, my Lor, begin again, 
* And end, my Lor, wid de firſt ſtrain.” 


Thus having giv'n his leſſon, and a bow, 
With high complacency his Lordſhip ſmil'd :” 
Unravell'd was his Lordſhip's pucker'd brow, 
His ſcowling eye, like Luxa's beams, fo mild; 
Such 


3M 
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Such is th' effect, when flatt'ries ſweet cajole 

That praiſe-admiring wight yclepꝰd the ſoul ; 

And from the days of Adam tis the caſe, 

That great's the ſympathy *twixt ſoul and face. 


Signor SQUALIN1,” cry'd the happy Lord, 
The Op'ra is begun, upon my word 

„ Allons, Signor, and hear me mind, 

5 As ſoon as ever you ſhall find 

* A finger's voice above or under pitch, 

«/ Juſt touch my toe, or give my arm a twitch.” 


40 If, iſs, my Lor, (the Eunuch ſtrait ręplyd) 
My Lor, I ſheet cloſe by your Lorſhip ſide; 
And den, accordin to your Lorſhip wiſh, 

« I give your Lorſhip elbow littel twiſh.” 

Now to the Opera, muſic's ſounds to hear, 

The old Caſtrato and the noble Peer 
Proceeded-—Near the orcheſtra they fat, 
Before the portals of the ſingers' throats ! 
The critic couple mouſing for bad notes 
aw ith all the keenneſs of a hungry cat. 


\ 


Now came an out-of-tuniſh note 

The Eunuch twitch'd his Lordſhip's coat; 
Full-mouth'd at once his Lordſhip roar'd out 

| 66 Pſha * ; 

Sudden the orcheſtra, amaz'd, turn'd round 

To find from whence aroſe the critic ſound, 
When, lo! they heard the Lord, and ſaw! 

The Eunuch kept moſt lily twitching ; 

His frowning Lordſhip all the while, 

(Not in the cream of courtly ſtyle) = 

Bearing this poor Fun that be-bitching ; 

Uniting, 
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Uniting, too, a hoſt of damning N Aſbas, e, 

Reap' d a moſt plenteous harveſt of applauſe 15 I 
Grew from that hour a Lord of tuneful kill, 
And, * the Eunuch's dead, remains 10 ſtill. 


e 
C 9 
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TO THE eee 


Surbosk you paint the Dey'l with ſmiling mien, 
Whiſp'ring deceit to any King or Queen, 

_ *Tis what the prince of ſoot hath often done: 
For lo, with many a King and many a Queen, | 
In cloſe confab the gentleman is ſeen— 

With ſuch hath Satan oft a world of fun; 3 
More fun, or diadems are much bely'd, : 
Than all the little under-world beſide ! . 


The Dev'l's a fellow of much ſterling humour, 
If we may credit public rumour ; 
And all ſo civil in each act and look, 
That, whenſoever we incline 
On ſome rare diſh of fin to dine, 
We cant employ a readier, nicer cook. 


Who, too, ſo generous diſdains 
To take a ſixpence for his pains— 

Nay, at our money would be vext ; 
Happy to pleaſe us gratis with his art, 
Provided, when from this world we depatt, , 

We join his fire-fi de in the next. | 


3 | Like 
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Like GroucksrER, who for pay can leave his party; 
Some years ago I join'd his corps ſo hearty, 
Thinking the Prince of Erebus ill treated: 
Fir'd by the ſuhject, in my rhyming mode, 
I complimented Satan with an Ode, 
Which, for the bruſmen's ſake, ſhall be repeated. 


ODE TO THE DEVIL. 


INGRATUM ODT. 


PRINCE of the dark abodes! I ween 
Your Highneſs ne'er till now hath ſeen 

- Yourſelf in metre ſhine ; 
Ne'er heard a ſong with praiſe lincere, 
Sweet warbled on your ſmutty ear, 


Before this Ode of mine. 


Perhaps the reaſon is too plain, 

Thou try'it to ſtarve the tuneful train, 
Of potent verſe afraid; 

And yet I vow, in all my time, 

I've not beheld a ſingle rhyme 

That ever ſpoil'd thy trade. 


—_— 


Pve often read thoſe pious whims— 
Joun WzsLEY's ſweet damnation hymns, 
That chant of heav'nly riches. 

What have they done ?—thoſe heav'nly ſtrains, - 
Devoutly ſqueez'd from canting brains, 
But fill'd Jonhx's earthly breeches : 7 

125 There's 
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There's not a ſhoeblack in the- land, e 


So humbly at the world's command, 
As thy old cloven foot; 


Like lightning doſt thou fly, when call d, 


And yet no pickpocket's ſo maul'd 
As thou, O Prince of Soot! 


What thouſands, hourly bent on an. 
With ſupplication call thee we 
To aid them to purſue it! 
Yet, when detected, with a lie 
Ripe at their fingers ends, they cry, 
< The Devil made me do it.“ 


Behold the fortunes that are made, 


By men through roguiſh tricks in trade! 


Vet all to thee are owing— 
And though we meet it ev'ry day, 
The ſneaking raſcals dare not ſay, 

This is the Devil's doing. 


As to thy company, I'm ſure, 

No man can ſhun thee on that ſcore ; 
The very belt is thine; 

With Kings, Queens, Miniſters of State, 

Lords, Ladies, I have ſeen thee great, 
And many a grave Divine, | 


Pm ſorely griev'd at Hines to find, 
The very inſtant thou art kind, 
Some people ſo uncivil, 
When aught offends, with face awry, 
With baſe ingratitude to cry, 
« I wiſh it to the devil,” 
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Hath cok poor blockhead got a Wiſe — 
To be the torment of his life, 

By one eternal yell; 1 
The fellow cries out coarſely, 6c Zounds i | 
« I'd give this moment yg ere 

0; To ſee the jade in hell.“ 


Should Heav'n their pray rs ſo ardent grants 
Thou never company wouldſt want 
To make thee downright mad ; 
For mind me, in their wiſhing mood, 
They never offer thee what's good, 
But ev'ry thing that's bad. 


My honeſt anger boils. to view a x 
A ſnuffling, long-fac'd, canting crew, 

80 much thy humble debtors, - 
Ruſhing, on Sundays, one and all, 
With deſp'rate pray'rs thy head to maul, 

And thus abuſe their betters. 


To ſeize one day i in ev” ry week, 
On thee their black abuſe to N 
By whom their ſouls are fed 

Each minute of the other ſix, 
With ev'ry joy that heart can 0 . 
Is impudence indeed! 


Bluſhing, I own thy FEE art 
Hath oft ſeduc'd my vagrant heart, 
And led my ſteps to joy— . 
The charms of beauty have been mine; 
And let me call the merit thine, 
Who brought'ſt the lovely toy. 


. S 
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No, Satan—if 1 alk thy aid, | IN 
I0 give my arms the blooming maid, - 
3 I will not, through the nation _— 4 | 
| Proclaim thee (like a graceleſs inp) 
A vile. old good-for-nothing pimp, . 
But ſay, © "tis thy W . 


Since truth men out-—1 ſeldom knew 

What *twas high pleaſure to purſue, * 

Till thou hadſt won my hear: 

So ſocial were we both together 

And beat the hoof in why ns; 4 
1 never wiſh'd to part. 


Yet when a child good Lord! I thought | 
That thou a pair of horns hadſt got, 111 
With eyes like faucers ſtaring! 
And then a pair of ears ſo ſtout, 
A monſtrous tail and hairy ſnout, 
With claws beyond comparing. 


Taught to avoid the paths of evil, 
By day I us'd to dread the Devil; 
And trembling when *rwas nighhtt. 
Methought I ſaw thy horns and ears 
Then ſung or whiſtled to my fears, | | 
And ran to chaſe my fright. 


And ev'ry night I went to bed, 
I ſweated with a conſtant dread, 
And crept beneath the rug; 
There, panting, thought that in my ſleep 
Thou flily in the dark wouldſt creep, 
And eat me, though ſo ſnug. 


A haber⸗ 2 
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A A haberdaſher” s ſhop is thine, 

With fans of all ſorts, coarſe and fine, 

Io fuit both man and maid: 

Thy wares they buy, with open eyes; 

How cruel then, with conſtant cries, 
To vilify thy trade! 


To ſpeak the truth, indeed, I'm loath— . 

Life's deem'd a mawkiſh diſh of broth, 
Without thy aid, old Sweeper: 

So mawkiſh, few will put it down, 

Een from the cottage to the crown, 
Without thy ſalt and pepper” 


O Satan, whatſoever geer 

Thy Proteus form. ſhall chooſe to wear, 
Black, red, or blue, or yellow; 

Whatever hypocrites may fay, _ 


They think thee (truſt -my honeſt lay) 
A moſt bewitching fellow: 


"Tis order d (to deaf ears, alas ) 

To praiſe the bridge o'er which we pals ; 
Yet often I diſcover 

A numerous band who daily make 


An eaſy bridge of thy poor back, 
And damn it when they're over. 


Why art thou then, with cap in hand, 

Obſequious to a gracelefs band, 
Whoſe ſouls are ſcarce worth taking? 

0 Prince, purſue but my advice, 

PN teach your Highneſs in a trice 
To ſet them all a quakiũg. 
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Plays, op'ras, maſquerades, deſtroy; ; W 
Lock up each charming fille de joi 7 

Give race-horſes the glander— - © 1 


The dice- box break, and burn each e 
Let virtue be its n reward. F 
And gag the mouth of ſlander :- -- 2 


In one week's time, I'll lay my life, . 

There's not a man, nor maid, nor wife, 
That will not glad agree, 

If thou wilt charm 'em a8 whine. 

To ſhow their noſe at chureh no wt | 


Bat quit their God for thee, - - "4" 


fis now full time my Ode ſhould * 1 4 


And now I tell thee like a friend, 
Howe'er the world may-ſcout thee, ' 


Thy ways are all ſo wond'rous winning, . 
And folks ſo very fond of ſinning, 95 1 


They cannot do without thee. 
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THE TEN DI * HUSBAND, Fen 


, 


Lo, to the ea bak of n * | 
My poor dear GRIZzLE, meek-ſoul'd mate, 
Reſigns her tuneful breath— - 


Though dropp'd her jaw, her lip though pale, 


And blue each harmleſs finger nail, 
04 beautiful in death. | 
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As o'er her lovely linde I weep; och 


I ſcarce can think ber but . {OMA 


/ 83 


1 42 
LI 21 


How wonderfully tame inn Rerol AH 
And yet her veice is tenliy gone. 
And dim thoſe eee that lately me Hal 91A 

With all the lightaing's: flame. ts th 
Death was, indeed, . a daring vighs, 8 1 
To take it in his head to ſmite - wt bnA 

To lift his dart to hit her; na . iir 
For as ſhe was ſo great a woman, rad 97 
And car'd a ſingle fig for no pany eil b':y95k 

I thought he tear'd to. meet her. b*maid 0, 
Still is that voice, of late ſo. ſtrong, b J 
That many a ſweet Capriocio OY 938i 

And beat in ſounds the Tpheres? do 
No longer muſt thoſe fipyers play: - bo uo 10 ; 
“ Britons, ſtrike home, that many * 

Have footh'd my raviſh'd ears? | 28 8 
Ah me indeed I'm much inclin'd 10500 AO 
To think I now. might ſpeak my mind, dt H 

Nor hurt her dear repoſem 1d 7 
Nor think L now with rage ſhe'd War 0 38 N 
Were I to put my fingers oer. dr 

And touch her precious noſe. aK 
Here let me philoſophie pauſe-— 5 
How wonderful are Nature's laws? * bak 

When lady's breath retires, 1. 

Its fate the flaming paſſions-ſhate,- n Weg 

Supported by a little air, Nette 
Like culinary fires! | 7:46, 
Vol. II. D When- 
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Whene'er 1 bear the bagpipe's note, 
Er Tamer fag States throat 
o Death, in l. . 
| Are loſt «thouſand charms unknoon, 
At leaſt a chouſand tangues. 


Soon as I heard her laſt ne 

And ſaw her gently- cloſing eye, 
How great was my ſurpriſe! 

| Yet have 1 not, with impious breath, 
Accus'd the hard deerees of death, 
Nor blam'd the righteous ſkies. 
Why do I:groan in deep deſpair, + 
Since ſhe'll be ſoon an angel fair? 

Ah! why my boſom ſmits ? — 
Could grief my GRZ ZLx's life reſtore— 
But let me give ſuch ravings o' er 

Whatever is, is right. 


Oh, Doctor you are come too TY 

No more of phyſic's virtues prate, 
That could not ſave my lamb: 

Not one more bolus ſhall be giv'n— 


H 

You ſhall not ope her mouth, by heav'1 n, 5 v 
And Gr1zZLz's gullet cram, * N 
Enough of boluſes, poor heart. An 
And pills, ſhe took, to load a cart, | Por 
Before ſhe clos'd her eyes =, na 


But now my word is here a law, 
Zounds! with a bolus in her jaw, 
She ſhall not ſeek the ſkies. 


lucy FOR PAINTERS. | 8 


Good Sir, good: Doctor, go away; * 
To hear my bb. you muſt nor l, cs AEST 
For this my poor loſt treaſure: obs 7 
I thank you for your pains and Kill; 1 .1-4Fi© 
When next you come, pray e lM aug 
PI! pay it, Sir, with nleaſur e 


Ye friends who come to mourn de doom, 
For God's fake gently tread - ape x __ 
Nor call her from the bleſt t 
In ſofteſt ſilende drop the ter, 
In whiſpers breathe the fervent. Oye! l 
To bid her va ret; int; * Ban 


Repreſs the ſad, the wounding ns” * © 
I cannot bear à grief extreme - | 
Enough one little ſigh— 
Beſides, the loud alarm of grief, 
In many a mind 'may ſtart belief, 
Our noiſe is all a lie. 


5 * = 7 
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Good nurſes, ſhroud my lamb with care; 

Her limbs, with gentleſt fingers, ſpare ; ; 
Her mouth, ah! ſlowly cloſe ; 

Her mouth, a magic tongue that held; 

Whoſe ſofteſt tone, at times, compell'd, 
To' peace, my loudeſt woes. 


and carpenter, for my ſad "= N 

Of ſtouteſt oak her coffin make— 
I'd not be ſtingy, ſure:  .. | 

Procure of ſteel the ſtrongeſt ſcrews 3 


For who would paltry pence refuſe, 
To lodge his wife ſecufſe?s? 


Watts TNT a” 


. 
+ 
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Ye people who the - corpfe convey, ̃ 25 
With caution, tread the doleful way, 


Nor ſhake her precious heads 1 

Since Falz reports, a coffin-toſt t: 

With careleſs fwing againſt a poſt. r 
Did once diſturb the dad. 4 „e e 


Farewell, my love, fox ever loſt! 

Ne'er troublgd-he dy gende ghoſt 
That I again will w 

By all our paſt delights, my dear, 

No more the marriage chain I'll wear, 
P—x take me if I do! 


. bo 
4 . 
* 
1 
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ad 
— 
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THE SOLDIER 


AND 'THE 


VIRGIN MARY. 


- 


| A TALE. 


| A $OLDIER ; at Cs 8 1 4554 
| To parry from his ſoul the wrath divine, 
That follow'd mother Eve's unlucky apple, 
Did viſit oft the Virgin Mary's ſhrine; * 
Who erv'ry day is gorgeouſly deck d out, 
In ſilks or velvets, jewels, great and mall, 
Juſt like a fine young lady for a rout, 
A concert, opera, wedding, or a ball. E 
N a 6 At 
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+ * 
At firſt the Soldier at a diſtance kept, gurt 
Begging ber vote and intereſt in heat'n: 3 
With ſeeming bitterneſs the firiner wept, - yi 
Wring n an ed e be for 
ivn;. 
Dinn'd ber two cars with i Ave-Mary Funimery ; 3 
Declar d what mifacles the dame could do, 
Ev with her garter, ſtocking, or her * 
And ſuch like wonder working mummer 


What anſwer Maur gave the wheedlin finther, 
Who nearly, and more nearly mov'd to Win her, 
The muſty month of Hiſt'ry doth not mention; 
And therefot I can't tell but by invention. . 


One day as he was making love and praying, 

And pious Aves, thick as herrings, faying, 
And damned fins ſo manifold confeſſing, 

He drew, as if to whiſper, very near, 

And twitch'd a pretty diamond from her ear, 
Inſtead of king 55 good lady's $ IOW 7 


Then off he ſet with nimble ſhanks, _ 
Nor once turn'd back to give her thanks: 
A hue and cry the thief purſu* d, 
* Who, to his coſt, ſoon underltod 
pel, That he was not arriv'd beyond the paw | 
#2 Of chat ſame long- legg'd tiger, chriſte'd Law. 


With horror did his Judges quake : 7 
As for the tender-confcienc'd jury, 
They doom'd him quickly to the ſtake, 
Such was their dex Uh x pious wy, 


3 


At 
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However, .after calling him hard names; 
They aſk'd if ought he had in vindication, 5 
To ſave bis wretched body from the flames, 
And ſinful ſoul from terrible ae? 


The Soldier anſwer's them,with much ſang froid, . 

Which ſeem'd to ſhow, of ſin, a conſcience void, 
That, if they nieant to kill him, they might kill: 

As for the diamond which they found about him, 


He hop'd their Worlhips would by no means * | 


bim, 
That Madam gave it him from pure good will.” 


The anſwer turn'd both Judge and Jury pale : "oF 
The puniſhment was for a time deferr'd, 
Until his Holineſs ſhould hear the tale, 

And his infallibility be heard 


The Pope to all his Counſellors . known n 
This ſtrange affair —to Cardinals and Friars, 
Good pious gentlemen, who ne er were known 
Io act like hypocrites, and thieves, and liars. 


The queſtion now was banded. to and fro, 

If Maxx had the power to give, or no? 
That Maxv could not give it, was to ſay, 

The wonder- working Lady wanted powr— 
This was a ſtumbling- Block that ſtopp'd the way 
This made Pope, Cardinals, and 1 low r. 


To ſave the Virgin s credit, lo! TY 
And keep ſecure the di'monds that were 1% 

They ſaid, ſhe might, indeed, the gem 1 
4 eee it might be no theft: 


* | But 
| --M 


O 


zut 


Should know no mercy, but be lte faughter, - 


| — [PAINTERS . 
But then they paſs'd immediately an AR, 
That ev'ry one diſcover'd in the fact 


Of preſents from the Virgi's had. 
Or from the Saints of any land, T3 1 


--, 


— 


* #* 0 4 
* 


A 


Flay'd here, and fryd eternally hereafter. 
Ladies, 1 deem the moral much too clear 2. 


To need poetical aſſiſtan cg 125 
Which bids you not let men — t00-near, _ 
Bit keep the ſaucy fellows at a diſtance; | 
Since men you find, ſo bold, are apt to ſeize 


Jewels from * ern 5 922 their k lar“ 
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* ODE 10 E1GHT CATS, 
BELONGING To E Et ug. 
ISRAEL MENDEZ, A W. 


— — Town. 1 \ Lhe 
The Tin, Midnight—The Poet at bi Chamber _ 
tn his Shirt. LIES 
[ — 


de of Iſrael, 0 ye lingers ſweet, os 
Who, with your gentle mouths from ear to ear, 
Pour forth rich ſymphonies from ſtreet to ſtreet, 


* the fleepleſs — 
8] 4 Lo! 


4 
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Lo! in my ſhirt, on you theſe. eyes L fir, 
Admiting much the quaintneſs of your" e 
Tour frifkings, crawlings, ſqualls, I 
Your ſpittings, pawings;| high-raie'd rumps, 
SwelF'd tails, and merry-andrew jumps, 
With the wild minſtrelfy of * love. 


How ſweetly roll your gooſebꝰ rry eyes, - 
As loud you tune yout any'rous cries,” 


And; loving, ſeratch each. other black and blue! 
No boys in wantonneſs now bang your backs; 
No cure, nor fiercer maſtiffa, tear your fla 
But all the moon night world ſeems made for you. 


Singers of Iſrael, ye no parſons want 
Ye call the matrimonial nn cant— 

Like our firſt parents, take each other's word : 
On no one ceremony-pleas'd*to fix . 
To jump not even o'er two ſticks. 7.8 
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You want no 1 alas! x * 
Spit, ſpeen, diſh, frying · pan, * 
No iron, pewter, copper, tin, nor braſs; 
No nurſes, wet or dry, nor cradle, 
(Which cuſtom, for our Chriftian babes, enjoins) 


To rock the ſtaring offspring of your loins. 
Nor of the lawyers have you need, 
Ye males, before you ſeek your bed, 
Fo ſettle pin-money on Madam: 
No fears of cuckoldom, heav” n bleſs Yes. uu 
| Are ever harbour'd to diſtreſs ye, & 
Tormenting people. ſince the days of Adam. 


4 No 
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No ſchools ye want for ns behaving; 
No powdegings painting, waſhing; ſhaving z | 
No nightcaps ſnug—no trouble in undrefling 
Before ye ſeek your ſtrawy neſt, 
Pleas'd in each other's arms to reſt, N 
To feaſt on luſcious Love, heav'ns great bleſſing. 


Good gods! ye ſweet love-chanting rams! 
How nimble are ye with your hams 

To mount a houſe, to ſcale a chimney- tap; 
And, peeping down that chimneys hole, 
Pour, in a tuneful cry, th” impaſſion on d ſoul, 


Inviting Miſs GRIMALKIN to come up: 


Who, ſweet obliging female, far from coy, 
Anſwers your invitation note with joy; | 
And, ſcorning midſt the aſhes more to mope, 
Lo! borne on Love's alf-daring wing, 
She mounteth with à pickle-herring ſpring,” 
Without th athitance ob a rope.” © 


Dear mouſing tribe, my limbs ate waxing cold— 
Singers of Ifrael ſweet, adieu, adieu! | 

I do ſuppoſe you need not now be told 
How much I wiſh that I was one is of yon.” 


x 
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\ Fonronx I ſeek the filent ſcene, 
Fr 3 Keep the image of my fair z 
0 Pale o'er the fountain's brink I lean, | 
And view the ſpectre of deſpair. - 


Why ſhould my heart forget its woe; 

The virgin would have mourn'd oe moo 
O nymph, th' eternal tear ſhall.flow; 

The ſigh unceaſing breathe of thee. 
Forgetful of the parted maid, . . = 

Too many an unfeeling n : 
Forſakes of ſolitude the ſhade, . 

For PLEASURE” s gay and wanton in. 
Let, yet of conſtancy they boaſt!! 

Their eaſy hearts their tongues bee | 
Who loves, reveres the fair-one's ghoſt, 

And ſeeks a * in a ſigh. 


SIR JOSEPH BANKS 


AND 


THE THIEF-TAKERS, 


Sm JOSEPH, fav'rite of great Queena cad Kings, 
Whoſe wiſdom, weed and inſe& hunter ſings; 


And ladies fair applaud, with ſmile ſo dimpling; 
FE Went 
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Went forth one day, amidſt the laughing fields, 


Where Na rux R ſuch exhauſtleſs wealnre yields, 
| A ſimpling! 


I 3 on che ſelf-ſame morn ſo bright, | 

The nimble. pupils of Sir Saurgom Waaler, 

A ſimpling too, for plants call'd Thieves, proceeded ; 
Of which the nation's field ſhould "_ weeded. 


Now did a thief: taker, ſo fly,” | 

Peep o'er a hedge with cunning. eye, = 
And quick efpy'd the Knight with Wien air, 
Deep in a ditch where wateterefſes'grow ;- ö 
On which he to his comrades cryd, logs ho!“ 


Then jump*d (unſportiman- like) en his hare. 


Hare: like Sir JoszPH did not ſqueak, but bawl'd, 

With dread prodigiouſly appall' d. : 
The thief-takers no ceremony us d; 

But taking poor Sir JoszeH by the neck, 
They bade him ſpeak ; 1" 
But firſt with dane their captive Knight abus'd. 


Sir, what dye take me for | ?” the Knight exclaim'd. | 
« A thief,” reply'd the runners, with a curſe: 
And now, Sir, let us ſearch you, and be damn' d 
And then they ſearch'd his pockets, fobs, and 
{IR 
But, *ſtead of piſtol Fg and death-like erape; 
A pocket handkerchief they caſt their eye on, 
Containing frogs and toads of various ſhape, 
Dock, daiſy, nettletop, and dandelion, 
To entertain, with great propriety, 
The members of his ſage ſociety : 
* . 


EC 
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Yet would not alter their ſtrong belief, ö 
That this their knighted pris' ner was ne thief! 


« Sirs, Im no highwayman,?” exclaim'd the Knight. 
No- there, rejoinꝰ d theruritters, © you are right; 
CA footpad oniy Ves, we know your trade 
<« Yes, you're a pretty babe of grace: 
We want no proofs, old eodger, eser face; 3 
e come along with ub, old blade.” _ 


Tas uſeleſs to reſiſt, or to complain: 
In vain, Sir JosEvn pleaded="twas in van 
That he was highly titled, that hefwore— 
Ihe inftant that poor Banxs his titles counted, 
Which to an F. R. 8. and Knight amotifited, * 
His guardians A and clapp' d, and cry'd 


c oncore.”? 


Sir PINS. told them, that a a neigdd ng e 
Should anſwer for it that he was no chief: 
On which they plumply damn'd him for a liar, 
And faid ſuch ſtories ſhould not fave his beef; 
And if they underſtood their trade, 
His mittimus would ſoon be made; 
5 And forty pounds be theirs, a pretty ſum, 
For ſending ſuch a rogue to kingdom come. 


Now to the Squire mov'd- pris' ner Knight d Co. 
The runners taking him in tow, | 
+ Like privateers of Britain's warlike nation, 
Towing a French: Eaſt-Indiaman, their pris 
So black, and of enormous ſize, 


Safe into part for condemnation, 


— 


Whether 


F 
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Whether they ty'd his hands behind his back, 

For fear the Knight might run away, 
And made, indelicate, his breeches ſlack, 

We've really no authority to ſay. 


And now the country people gather d round, 

And ſtar'd upon the Knight in thought profound, 
Not on the ſyſtem of Linnæus thinking * 

Fancying they ſaw a rogue in ev'ry feature; my | 

Such is the populace” s horrid nature 

* Tow'rds 8 through jeans, finking. . 


Indeed amidſt innumerable 2 „it bad 
Fatigu'd, they reach'd the manſion of the "Squire, 
To prove th' identity of Joszen BANKS: | 
Now to the Squire, familiar bow'd the Knight, 
Who knew Sir Josy at firſt ſight - 
What's ſtrongly mark ' d, is quickly known agen 
And, with a frown that awe and dread commanded, 
Ihe thief-takers ſeverely reprimanded == 


For groſiy thus miſtaking gentlemen - _ 


Then bade them afk a pardon on their RENE | 

Of him that was a Knight and P. R. 8. 7 

Who, rather than the higher pow'rs difpleaſe, 
Imagin' d that they could not well do 4%. 


| Then on their knuckles raig'd they hands and eyes, 
And crav'd Sir Joszen* s pardon for belief, - 
That, when they jump'd upon him by ſurpriſe, 
They took ſo great a gemman for a thief; „ 
Hoping to mind th' advice of godly bodks, * | 
Viz. not to judge. of people by their laoks. 
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"THE MOUSE- TRAP 


B = 
_ ,- FO . — - 
8 — TR — 3 — %- _ » _—_ = 
— « "ws — — — — — — 
ad 7 , — — — 
ah PER" — —U—— oe—o_ — - = + - 
2 — — — — — —4 
0 


A MAN i in rather an W ſtation, 

; Whoſe eyes are always eyes of e 
Without diſtinktion, fond of all things novel, . 
Ev'n from th dyfty ſceptre to the ſhovel— 

Juſt like ſtrad bullocks ſaunt'ring chro the n 

Made frequent curioſity-campaigns ; > 

Sometimes _ wm more pro- 

found, 

Would ſometimes find a pin upon the 2 0 7057 

Where if the head towards him happ'd to point, 
His mind was wonderfully firuck—. 

Indeed he felt a joy in ev'ry joint, ® 
Becauſe it always brings good luck. 


This gentleman, hight Solouex, one 3 * 

In queſt of novelty purſu'd his way 

Like great CoLumBus, that fam'd navigator, 

Who found the world we've loſt, acroſs the Water. 
But rather on a ſomewhat narrower ſcale, 4 11 

Lo! on dry land the GENTLEMAN ſet fail: . 


That day it chanc'd to be his vil, 
Io make diſcoveries at Salt-hill; | | 
W uere bounce he hopp'd into a widow's houſe, 
| Whoſe hands were both employ'd ſo clever, I, 
Doing their very beſt endeavour 8 
To catch that vile free-booter, Monſieur Mouſe; 
Whoſe 
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Reſembling Chriſtians in that faving * 
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Whoſe death ſhe'oft did moſt devoutly pray for, 
Becauſe he eat the meat ad could not pay for: 


Who, wanting to obtain good cheer, 
Invented an ingenious ſcheme call'd tick, 

That purchafes, like money, beef and beer: 
Poſſeſs d of tick, for caſh men need not range, 4 
Nor toil in taking © or in giving vr (4 


Eager did Sol Om ſo curious caps; 45 


His rare round optics on the ee 


That did the duty of a cat; n 
And always fond of uſeful iron, 
Thus wiſely ſpoke he with vociferation, 
What's that What, what? he, hee : ? What's 
e 
To whom reply d the Alke of the bbuſs; 
A trap, an't pleaſe you, Sir, to catch a mouſe.” 


« Mouſe !—catch A mouſe | p faid SoLomon with 


glee— | | 
«© Let's ſee—let's ſee tis E A $ he 


„ Mouſe !--mouſle e 57 his eyes began 


to roll - | 
6 Where, where doth he 80 in?“ he marvllng 
4 
There,“ pointing to the hk the 2 reply'd. 


„What! here?” cry'd SoLomon; © this hole? 


this hole?“ 
Then in he puſh'd bis finger midſt the wire, 
That with ſuch pains that finger did infpire, 
| M 7 He 


Thinking to give his gums a pretty treat. 
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He wilh'd it out again with all bis ul: 


However, by a little ſquall and ſhaking, 
He freed his finger from its piteous taking— 


That is to ſay, he got it from the hole. 


What makes the mouſe, pray, go into the trap? 2 
Something, he cry LE that muſt their * 
(c pleaſe.“ . SIAN 
« Yes,” anſwer'd the fair woman, $6 Sir, a 84 
5 ruſty bacon, or of toaſted cond... 


« Oh! oh! aid, SoLowoN, oh! oh! oh! oh tf 
Ves, yes, I lee the meaning of it now:: 
*The moule goes in, a rogue, to ſteal the meat, 


Then laugh'd he loudly, ſtretch'd his mouth a mile, 
Which made the muſcles of the widow ſmile. 


Let's ſes, let's ſee,” cry'd'$0LoMon=—* let's ſee— 
Let me, let me, let me, let me, let me, 0 382 
Then took he up ſome bacon, and did clap 
A little ſlice ſo clever in the trap: . I 
Thus did he, by his own ſole, age adwi ce; 1 
Induce himſelf to bait a trap for . 4 
1 
I 


Now home he hied ſo nimbly, whelm'd-with glory, 


And told his family the wond'rous ſtory , 


About the widow's cheeſe and bacan l 
Nought ſuffer d he to occupy his head, 
Save mouſe ideas, till he went to bed, F 
Where bleſt he dreamt all night about the trap. * 
Here let me pauſe, and Hear'n's great e 
chaunt—- | 


How kind i it is in gracious Heay't n to grant x 
To 


via ; - 
* * 
at 

% 1 
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Art Kot rosa: | 


To full-grown gentlefolks of lofty ſtation, _ 
A pow'r of reliſhing moſt trifling —_—_ 
Pleaſures ordain'd for brats in leading _” 

By way of happy harmleſs relaxation! 


Next day the Man of Wiſdom came, 
All glorious, to the houſe of this fair A. 

To know if Maſter Mouſe had fmelt to bacon; ; 
When, lo! to fill with joy his eager eyes, 
And load thoſe ſtaring optics with nn ea 

A real mouſe was abſolutely taken! 


Not more did Ropxzv's joy this man's + Furpaſs,” 
When in his cabin firſt he faw DE Graz! 
Not more the hair-brain'd Macedonian boy, 
Leap'd, like a Bedlamite, for joy, | 
Than SoLowon to fee the mouſe in jail! 
Not ALEXANDER, foe of great Dazrvs, 
(Men that with rich compariſon ſupply us) 
When bleſt he caught the Perſian by the tail. | 


Around the room the captive mouſe he. bore, 
Inſulting the poor prisꝰ ner o'er and o' er; 
Laughing, and peeping through the wire, 

As if his eyes and mouth would never tire! 


How vaſtly like to TAMERLANR the Great, 
Pofleſs'd of moſt unlucky BajaztT, + 
Who kept the vanquiſh'd hero in a cage; 
Mock'd him before his mighty hoſt, | 
With cruel names and threats, and grin and boaſt, 
And daily thus indulg'd imperial rage!” 


Now o'er the widows cat, poor watching puſs, | 
The great man triumph'd too, and aſk'd the cat, 
Vor. II. 1 When 
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When lie would act heroically this: Li 
Judd if he dar d to venture on a fit? e | 
To whom tile eat; i if in Wüſtver, Wew'd, © 1. 
Which made the Man of Wiſdom cry, « Oh! * 

353 
N. 


As if, with Lnowledae of cat-ſpecch endu'd, 

He thought that puſs had anſwer d No.” __ 
On which he laugh'd, and much enjoy'd the joke— 
Then told the widow what Gi RIMALKIN ſpoke. 


Six days. the-Man Man of Wiſdom went 
Triumphant to Salt-hill, with big intent 
To catch the bacon-ſtealing mouſe : 
Six mice ſucceſſively proclaim'd his art, i 
With which, ſafe pocketed, he did depart, 
And ſhow'd to all his much-aſtoniſh'd houſe. 


But pleaſures will not laſt for aye; 


Witneſs the ſequel of my lay: H. 
The widow's vanity, her ſex's Gar, 6. 1 
Much like the vanity of other people — N T] 

A vapour, like the blaſt that lifts a ſtraw, | FL 
As high, or higher, than Saint Martin' s ſteeple T 
This vanity then kidnapp'd her diſcretion, I. 


Deſign'd by God Almighty for her guard; 
And of its purpoſe got the full completion, 
And all the widow's future glories marrid: 


| For, lo! by this ſame vanity impell'q, 

And to a middle-fiz'd balloon, a 

With gar of conſequęnce ſublimely ſwell'd, 
She butſted with ch“ important ſecret uon. 


Loud 


F1.. 
, * 
3 
* , 
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Loud laugh'd.ahe tickled people of Salt-hill ; 
Loud laugh'd the merry. Windſor fake around 
This Was to Simm, an ugly pill! 
Her fatal error ſoon the widow found 
For Solon kelinquiſh d mouſe- campaign, 
Nor deign'd to hait the widow's.trap again! 
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PETITION TO TIME, | 
4 FAYOUR or | 


THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE. 


'Þ OO long, O Tint, in Bien/eance's ſchool, 
Have I been bred, to call thee an old fool 
Yet take I liberty to let thee know, 
That I have always thaugbt thee ſo; - - - 
Full old art thou, indeed, to have more ſenſe; 
Then, with an idle cuſtom, Trae, diſpenſe. 
Thou really acteſt now like little miſſes, 
Who, when a pretty doll they make, 
Their curious fingers itch to take 
The pretty image all to pieces: | 1 
Thus, after thou haſt form'd a 28 Vain, 
Thou canſt not quit the Syren for thy ſoul, 
Till, meddling, thou haſt ſpoil'd her bloom and air, 


And _— her eye, with h diane A to 


* 
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| But now forbear ſuch doings, I dere; 
Hurt not the form that all admire: 

Oh, never with white hairs her temple ſprinkle 
Oh, ſacred be her cheek, her lip, her bloom 
And do not, in a lovely dimple's room, 
Place a hard mortifying wrinkle. 


Know, ſhould thou bid the beauteous Ducheſs fad 
Thou, therefore, . muſt thy own delights invade; 
And know, *twill be a long, long while, 
Before thou giv'ſt her equal to our iſle: 
| Then do not with this ſweet chef-d'auvre part, 
But * to ſhow the inen of oy a 


n 


Econonr: a very uſeful broo mm 
Vet ſhould not ceaſeleſs hunt about the rom 
To catch each ſtraggling pin to make A Mp" 
Too oft Econowr”s an iron vice, 34 
That ſqueezes ev'n the little guts of mice, 
That peep with fearful eyes, and * a crumb. 


Proper Ecorouv's a comely thing; 
Good in a ſubject - better in a King; 
Yet, puſh'd too far, it dulls each finer fling 
| Moſt eaſily inclin'd to make folks mean; | 
Inclines them, too, to villany to lean, 
Io over-reaching, perjury, and ſtealing. 


ab. 
| Woes 


1g 


Vitneſs the Jewels, and her only Child. 
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vn when the heart ſhould only think of grief, 
creeps into th& boſom like a thief, © 1 x74 
nd ſwallows up th* affections all fo mild— 11 


THE JEWESS. AND HER SON. 


OOR Miſtreſs Lev: had a luckleſs fon, ; 
Who, ruſhing to obtain the foremoſt ſeat, | 
In imitatiqn of th ambitious great, 
ligh from the galbry, ere the play degun, 

He fell all plump into the pit, 2 

Dead in a minute as a nit, | 

2 ſhort, he broke his pretty Hebrew 8 
deed and very dreadful was the wreck ! 


he mother was diſtracted, raving, wild; 

zhriek' d, tore her hair, embrac'd and Mild ber 
child 

Afflicted ev 'ry heart with grief around. 
Soon as the ſhow'r of tears was ſomewhat paſt, 
And moderately calm th' hyſteric „ 
She caſt about her eyes in thought . 
And being with a ſaving knowledge bleſs d, 


N N 


— . 
» 


She thus the playhouſe-manager addreſs d? 


« Sher, Pm de moder of de poor Chew lad, 
Dat meet miſhfartin here ſo bad 

Sher, muſs haf de ſhilling back, you kn; 
Aſs Mon haf nat ſee de ſhow,” ? 
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Can taint the beggar, and infeRt W 1 


* * 
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i BUT as for Av ain i aver el. 2112 
The fount, alas! of every eil; 


The cancer of the heart the n f zl tos 
Wherever ſown, .Juxuriantly 1 it thrives ; 
No flow'r of virtue near it thrives— 
Like Aconite, where er it ſpreads, it kills. 


In ev'ry foil behold the pollon ſting ! 1 


% 
E 7 ge | 


The mighty Max LNA pilfer'd dend bret, 
So ſays ga gentle ſatiriſt Squire Pore; 1 
And PzTzxBoRoVen's Earl, upon this: head, 

. Aﬀords us little room to hope, in H 


That what the Twick' nam Bard avow'd, £5 baalf * 


Might not be readily allow'd: el 


q . 0 * : \ : 
Py 8 S 44 * 5 . ** 8 1 
— 15 ; 
* 


4 1 L * : N 1 p . . Þ 4 *. * 

— —2— * + + 98 „ 4 3 40 4 +3 8 

Dr ___r_—__ 
- w - he . LES «> 9 o * - 
. « e ' , * — 
* N 
— * — 4 : * 
2 I - * 
- — 
F E by . ka : 4 * * * « ® 
THE EARL' OF PETERBOROU GAH 
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THE Mons © 


FLEE 1 8 upon a day, — 
The Earl of PzTErBOROUGH took his way, 


All in his pompous coach perhaps to dine: 


The mob of London took it in their head, 


This was the Duke of MaRLBOROVOR, ſo Fer | 
* . on the Danube and the Rhine. 


Unable 


> 0 


PPP 82 — — 1 > — 


was 


he Earl from out the window pok'd bis face, | i on 
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Unable ſuch High merit to reward, Cn 


The mob reſoly'd to how a great regard 3 5 - 


And ſo, uniting, join'd their forces | 
To draw his carriage, and diſtniſs the horſes. d avid 


— % 
. 1441 


And told the mob that he was not his Grace * wo 
Then bid them be convinc'd, and look®” . . 
Hard of belief, as ey'n the hardeſt Jew,” 25 8 | 
They plump told him that they better knew ; ng 
Then ſwore by G he was. the Dae: 
Then threw their hats in air with loud , 
And, ſhouting, form'd a thunder of applauſe.-; 


Loud bawl'd the Earl that they were all ad; 
Loud bawl'd the mgb he ſhould not be belie- ;; 
. 66 Zounds! * cry'd the Ws 60 be agg, de, 

| < this minute; 

So throwing ſixpence to them, * „There, there, there, 


“ Take that,” cry'd PzTERBOROUGH, with a * 
5 New if you think Pa he, the devil's in ie.” Net? 


ODE TO ) A DISTRESSED arr. 


8 WEET gin forbea to drgop BY FREY with 
ſhame— - 
What though the AL; did nat 4is the knot ? 
W hat though the boy /hould come ?—he'll 8 thee 
fame 
The world's an * and cuſtom 1 is a fot— 


* Hold : 


* TX 
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Fold up thy head, and meet mankind with pride, 
And throw thy bluſhes and thy fears CARO. | 


— 


Ex had no parſon—for no vrieft 1s Abic;:! 
And yet not out of countenance was Madam: 
Her modeſty receiy'd no grievous thocks.. 
When Maſter: Cain was put upon the locks ; | 
Nor when, t' increaſe the number at her table, 
She ſet about the frame of Maſter ALL. Re 


Once more, then, do not be afraid: 5 
Without thy boy, a wonder may be ming; ; 

A likeneſs of my charming maid, -.' 
The boy way; do a credit to thy Kiſſing: , 4 


Thou putt'ſt 3 ine of the MokninG much in at. " 
Who ſeems afraid to peep upon mankind; 

So flow her motions ! all ſo very flow! 

And then her cheeks ſo deep with crimſon glow: Ih 


Bur fte deliver 'd of her boy, ihe N 

The luſty lad, ſo proud his race to run, 
Mounts high, exulting in his birth; _ 

Dries up her tears, her bluſhes puts to flight, 

Tow) rs in bold triumph o er the cloud of t. 
And pours a flood of. radiance o'er the earth.. 


| 1. 
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Then let me kiſs away thy tears; x 
Oh! ceaſe thy ſighs, and be a happy mother ; ot 
And when this chopping boy appears 
Suppoſe we'give the lad a little brother: 1 


es 
WA. 
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HIS, WIRE.) 


| Pier may a0 too „ien 6f a good thing: 
Full as an 88 o ee thus * p 
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A MAN of ſome ſinall fortune had a wife. 
Sans doute, to be the comfort of his life; 
And pretty well they bore the" yoke "OY 
With little jarring liv'd the pair one year; 
Sometimes the matrimonial ſky was clear; 
At times twas dark, and dull, and e, 


Now came the time when miſtreſs in the ſttaw 
Did, for the world's ſupport, her ſcreams propre; ; 
And Sor appear'd, with fair obſtetric paw, 
To introduce his pupil to our air; 
Whilſt in a neighb'ring room the huſband lat, 
Muſing on this thing now, and now on that; 


Now 8 at the ford dr his wife; 
Praying to Heav'n that he could take the pain; ; 
But recollecting that ſuch pray'rs were vain, - 

He made no more an offer of his life. 


Alone, as thus he mus'd in ſolemn ſtudy, _ 
Ideas ſometimes clear, and ſometimes muddy, 


In 
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Blowing with all her might and main; 


+ - SUBJECTS: cok PAINTERS: 


In BzrTy ruſh'd with comfortable news: 
« Sir, Sir, J wiſh ye joy, I wiſh ye joy; - 


< Madam is brought to bed of a fine boy, 


As fine as ever ſtood i in ſhoes.” 


„I'm glad on't, BeTTy,” cry'd the maſter : * 


& I pray there may be no diſaſter; 
« All's with your miſtreſs, well, I hope p' 


Quath ſhe, © All's well as heart can well deſire: 


„With Madam and the fine young 9 


_ «© $0 likewiſe ſays old Doctor SL o.“ 


of BETTY hurried faſt as ſhe conll Wer” 
Faſt and as hard as, any borſe 

That trotteth, fourteen. miles an hour 
A pretty tolerable courſe, | 


Soon happy BeT7® came again, 


- Juſt like a grampus, or a whale; | 
In ſounds, too, that would Calais reach from Dover: 


Sir, Sir, more happy tidings; tis not over 


'« And Madam's briſker than a nightingale : 4 


„A fine young lady to the world is come, 


« Squalling away juſt as I left the oom: 

“ Sir, this is better than a good eltate.? _ 

% Humph,” quoth the n man, and d ſerarch'd bis 
pate. 


= gravely looking up— now locking 1 3 
Not with a ſmile, but ſomewhat like a froun 

« Good God,“ ſays he, why was not I a cock, 
4 Who never feels of wud ping brats the ſhock ; 

| F .CC Who, 


sunfroers ron PAINTERS. 590 
cc Whey Turkelke, ſtruts n his- —_— | 
| < .pigking,: I 
« Whilſt to the hen . thie-« care 
6 To carry them to. eat, er take the air, 
Or bed beneath her ving the chicken? * 


. =) 


Juſt as this ſweet:ſfoliloquy: was ended, 1 
He found affairs not greatly: mended „ein 
For in bounc'd Ber, * romp win, m____ 
jigging : x 


<> Another. daughter, 1 
« Another!“ cry d the man, with wender wild, 
* Zounds ! Burr, aſk. Jour. "Miſtreſs if the 8 

= pissing. | 41 


N. 


* = £ * 5 
N 4 4 | 21371 
| DSDS —— > ies 14 
we * ' =. * * * > - * : 
1 a l N 3 & 4 
* C 3 
* . " g 7 0 > 
* " » 7 9 * 1 
- * * * — . 
. : * s : : * 42 I „ * 1 1 . 
& % - 4 50 —— - 18 * 99 * 
f - 


War pity "tis, f in i this our goodly land, ba 
Amongſt the apoſtolic band, ps 
80 ill divided are the loaves and fiſltes! | 
 Archbiſhops, Biſhops, Deans, and Deacons, 
With ruddy faces blazing juſt like beacons, 
Shall daily cram upon a dozen diſhes ; 
Whilſt half th' inferior Caſſocks think it well, 51 
Of beef and pudding ev'n to get the Snell, 


A plodding Hoſtler willing to be maſter, 
And riſe in this good world a little faſter, - 


| 60 5UBJECTS FOR PAINTERS, | 
Left broom and manger at the Old Blue Barr; . 
Meaning by pars ning to ſupport a table, 5 
Lo, of Divines he kept a liv'ry ſtable; 
A pretty ſtud, nerd Rout: a ſcore. 


Of diPrent 9 4 were his Goſpel Lakes © 
Some few were whites, indeed—but many n : 
That is, ſome tolerable - many A 

And verily, to give the Devil his due, 


Ĩ!he man did decency purſue, 


Which ſhows he was not quite ſo bad, © w | 


For, lo! to dying perſons of nobility, 

He ſent his parſons of gentility, © © 

FMRI; give the neceſſary pra yr: 

Y To parting people of a mean condition, 
Wanting a ſoul phyſician, | 
lle ſuited them with blackguards to a a hair, 


5 'To ſuch as were of mild diſorders dying, 


Ms. of the doctor, gouts, or ſtones, or gravels, 


He ſent good prieſts of manners edifying— 
o comfort finners on their trayels: 
But to /ow people in infectious fever, 9 
Or any other dangerous one in vogue, 


Buch was his honeſty, the man for ever 
Moſt ſcrupulouſly ſent a rogus. | 


It happen'd, on a day when Fark was bin 
Crimp- like, for other regions, troops 1 1 

When clergymen were buſy all as bees, 
A poor old dying woman ſent We oF, ” 
Fo this ſame parſon-monger, compliment, 


 Froxing a ak Ls hes 2 to eaſe. 
- Valuckily 
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Valuckily but one was in the tall, 
And he the very beſt of all. 
What ſhould be done? 
Necęſſitas non habet leg— . 
So to the prieſt he goes, and begs 
That he would viſit the old crone. 


Sir,“ quoth the parſon, I agreed 
Jo go to gentlefolks in time of need, 
« But'not to ev'ry poor old louſy foul. — 
rue,” cry'd the patron; © to be ſure? tis true: 
« * parſon, do oblige me —prithee do- 
„Let's put her decently into the hole: : 


6 Al my black tribe, you know, are now enk 
« Pd do it, if I could, myſelf; by Gd. Wa 
« Then what a dickins can I do or ſay?” . 
Go, mumble, man, about a pray'r ad bal; | 
<« Tell the old þ--ch her ſoul is ſafe; | 
* Then take your fee, and come away ! my 


F . 


+BIENSEANCE. 


"Farms i is a little moral Ange in e | 
Call'd by the natives Bien/Zance : 

Much are the Engliſh mob inclin'd to ſcout i it, 
But rarely i is Monſieur Canaille without it. 


To Bienſtance tis tedious to incline, 
In many caſes ; 
To fatter, par exemple, keep ſmooth Bars 
When * or ſuff'ring grievous want of coin. 
To 


( 
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To vulgars, Bienſcance may ſeem an bäder. 


deem it a more portable W Gr | 
A ſort of magic wand; * 


Which, if 'tis uud with We FIT oY TM 
Although an utenſil of much . TH 
In place of ſomething falid;, oil. 
For verily Pve marvel d-times enow' , 
To ſee an Engliſhman, the ninny, | | 
Give people for their ſervices a guinea, - 
Which Frenchmen have rewarded with bow. 


Bows are a bit of Bienſe, e 
Much practis'd too in that ſame France; 
Vet calPd by Quakers, Sndend af eye 8 4 
But as they pay their court to people's vanity, 
Like rolling - pins they ſmooth where er they go 

The ſouls and faces of mankind, like dougg!! 
With ſome, indeed, may Bienſcante prevail 
To folly - ſee the undler- written tale. 


THE PETIT-MAITRE | 
? TY 


THE Man oN THE "WHEEL. | 


Ars; Paris, ſome time ns a-mur@ring with, 
A German, and a moſt unlucky chap, ,: 

Sad, ſtumbling at the threſhold of his plan, 
Fell into Madam Jv STICF'S ſtrong 2 


The 


race ron n 63 
The bungler Wis dbidemm' d to _ wheel, | 
On which the dulleſt fibres learn to feel; © + + 
His littibs'/eluriHim"artem'to'be broke 
Amidit ten thouſand people, p'rhapgg er hore... | 
Whenever Monſieur Ketch apply'd a ſtroke, 
The culprit;-like's bullock, made'@ roar. 


A flippant Petit-maitre, Kipping Sy 

Stepp'd up to him, and cheek*d him for his e 

« Boh!“ quoth the 3 % Ant 1 * 
_ —_ EO. 

« D'ye tink my nerfs;an blood, 3 can't feel?” 


<« Sir, quoth the beau, don t, dont be in a pafſion; : 
<« I've nought to ſay about your fituation ; | 


„But making ſuch a hideous noiſe in e 
85 Fellow, is contrary to a 
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THE TRIUMPH or 1878 


DOCTOR of N's "THESIS. 


O; XFORD? 8 Vibe Chancellor, r 
Who fear'd the Lord, and lov'd the courtier clan, 
By virtue of his trade a TuEs1s *  order'd, 


Which 


A Latin Theſis is Nth given out by the Viee-Chaneellor a 


for the ſubject of a res, and twenty pounds allotted to the 
prize n. 


— 
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Which curs d the terrible aſſaſſination } 
Intended for the Monarch of our nation % 4 
* Mang'nET NicnoLsoN, in mind diforate'a; | 
That. likewiſe prais'd the royal peep _. 
On Oxford and the arts ſo dee. f N oa 
80 picks was Doctor Crapman's zeal, --: 
He quite forgot Latinity and grace 
Poor Priſcian's head, whoſe wounds he cannot. heal, 
Was broken in half a dozen places. 


S 


A 


et, though a ſimple Doctor, how amazing 0 
He ſet the Univerſity a blazinn g 
Such was the kindling zeal that he „ 
2 farthing candle in a caſl of ſpirits 


Richards of Trinity, who won the prize; 
Now ſtrutted victor forth with ſcornful 7 
Bringing to mind the bards and tuneful dames 
Wno vied for conqueſt at th Olympic games. 


"Fer marc, too, Vice—videlicet, the Doctor, 
Who, purring for preferment, Ally mouſes, _ 

Attended by each dog-whipper, call'd Proctor, 
And eke the heads and tails of all the Houſes. 


Forth march'd the Nobles i in their Sunday's geer; 
Forth ſtrutted, too, each beadle, like the Peer, 
With filver ſtaffs, blue gowns, and velvet caps 3 

A ſet of very pompous-looking chaps? - 


Whilſt Hayes, * who ticks like ag-hounds to a 
haunch, 


Mov'd on in all the majeſty of paunch : 


* 
© 


To 
N The organiſt, | 


— ron — 
| To greet of all our ears the trembling drums, 
The piper play d The gong; ting berg comes.” 


Loud groan'd the organ through his hundred pipes, 
As if che poot machine had felt the gripes ; 5 


As if, too, *twas the organ” $ firm perſualions, _ 
He oft had roar'd on more ſüdlime occaſions, | 


Now CAM 9 dn great compees, ts 
ſtation'y ' - | | 
Cxxw open'd fubjeRt i in a fair oration ; 1885 
Then a * . bim . was 
Now u gan the Bai nr recite,  . | 
And, ſeging, bade pobr Common Senſe good night, 
80 hy were the pinions of his Muſe! __ * 
Thick as the parfering Hail his pres ſhow's; ; 
So ſtrotig is PozTRY's mechanic pow” 

High mounts the 1 N by his Ris ful laue, 
His Muſe's magnifying art ſo great, © 
Behold his eorge, an Alfred form complete; - 
Small Peg, Golan; and ber knife knife a e 


Now back the able bodies mor'd again, 

Like beetles all ſo thick, a crawling hoſt; 
Whilſt contemplation;wrapp'd the loyal wan, 
Expecting, by the next day's. poſt, 

To ſee their acts in pompous print dilplay d, . 
And wreaths of glory. crown the osraleade “e 


Aut 
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16W uſeith was th above! 83 perſon g ieves, 
And, with the x grieving Doctor, cries out ſhame, 
That lo much loyal zeal for nought ſhould flame: 
Not ev'n obtain a pair of coarſe lawn ah 
Which poor Saint David giveth to-ſupport © 
The holy oil-of-fool men of a Court! 
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1 ob 10 PATIENCE. 


* 


855 wEET ** Ber of Reli gion, oh ar, | 
Thy hands upon thy bolom fo tranguille, _ 

Put eyes to Heav'n, with ſo divine an air, 
80 cally ſmiling, ſo reſign d thy will; 

Oh, ſent to teach us, and our paſſions I 
I wiſh, thou. hadſt a little larger ſchool. 


2 Lo, man, ſo great his want of grace, 
If he byt cuts a pimple on his face 
When ſhaving; 

Like man bewitch' d he jumps about, 
Kicks up a moſt infernal rout, . 

And ſeemeth abſolutely raving; 
And, Is, all this for want of thy tuition: 
Thus travel ſouls of people to N 


Stand at my fide, O ſtoic dame! 18 
On A MARTYN bid me cry out © ſhame,” 
0nd | * Inſtead 


> 2 


d e 


298 888 


ce 


al A 


SUBJECTS, ron k PAINTERS. _ 


Inſtead of knocking. the dull fellow down; 
When up the ninnyhammer ſtarta to preach. 175 
And impudentiy interrupts a ſpeech ot bat, 
Of orators of. fair and firſt renowny,” 

Juſt like the owl that ſcares the moonlight = 
Whilſt, Philomela warbles from her dete 


And, oh! attend me when my eyes 

View dedications fill'd with fulſome lies, i 

In praiſe of gen ro Queens and == 

Heav'n ſwell the fountains of their hearts, 

That ſeldom water the poor ſhrivell'd aaa 
However ſweetly AbuLAriox fings! 


Eke, when I hear that ſtupid Parſon . 

God's houſe with ev'ry nonſenſe fill, 

And then with blaſphemy each ſentence cram ; 
And when I hear th* impoſtor cry, 

« I've news, ye raggamuffins, from the ſky ; "ROW 
I'm come to tell ye, that you'll all be damn'd ; 


ce Pm come from God, ye trumpets—come- from 
| God— _ - 


«© Pm God Almi ighty $ 1 my voice. 
Which, if it were ſo, would be vaſtly odd, 


Since Heav'n would W 5 ** ee in | the 
+ choices: | 


Dead all his aeg foul's deſites, £3615) 
When ſubtle HAwRERSR' Av talks of patriot fires, 
And yielding places up to fave the nation 
When of importance braggeth ſimple LizDs3 5 
When Gro'srER'sfar-fam'd wife for meekneſspleads; | 
And Guo'srzx's Duke breathes war Aan | 
dense 


8 When 


4 
Fn pt : 


When Tito ii.ow turns thi firit of devotees, 


Nat gelesene their cotiftant roaſt, 


When wonders through his ſpyglaſs Ma dog 


Sweet Parixxcx, footh me with thy faintdike | 
Ort, -drivin 10 madneſs, I hall cut — 


Apa uicadls, ve fink altos, 


| And gods, -produc'd by onions in your eyes, 


Dear humtäng Lords, on friendthip er no more, 
Nor this the Bard's depravity deplere: 


8UBJEGTS ron Aix rxxs. . 
When P$rovatentt, talks of elegance and eaſe 3 


And, to aſtotind the milflon, bulls a church; 
When royal folk of pureſt friendfhip boaſt, - 


Yet leave poor pining MxNTT it che lurch; 


8 vie ws, 
And ſends to Baxts the great, th* important news, 
Freſh from His traniun's phitoſophic fogs ; = _ 
When Dtecx defeants on any thing but croute ; 
When Tnouvrson 6uytit performs beyond a ſcout, 
And Mawber talks of any thing but hogs; 


1 
*%\ 
r ? _ „ 
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27 q S * 


* 4 


10 x NEST or Lops. 


And gur with horrbr that my rhymes moleſt 
Of certain folks ſo great the ſweet repoſe; 
Running about with horrors, groans, and fake, 


80 ſtrong your friendſhip, and fo vaſt yopr woes 


of ke yourſelves, each man his trumpet ente, 


In tame Crepulity' $ wide. gaping cars, - 
N Of 


j 


 puBISOTS FOR PAINTERS: * 8 


of friend{hip the ſublimity to ſound.; & 8 1 
Friendſhip |. in dictiangries ny bund! 10 Des 


Perchaunct, my Beds in foreign parts ene 
Perchaunce you 6ptics fair Verfailtes have ſeen; 
Likewiſe the Vatican, xith all its-ſtaes ; 
And eke th" Eſcurial, pride of Spain cnfeſt: 
But, wil thoſe gs. dd e your ne 
See a pig hanging in a gate? 


H & er yon did this laſt eee 
You need not, Lords ſo ſapient, to Ds 
What moſt untuneful notes dhe pris ner makes : 
Indeed the hag his mouth and unge employs. 
In. raiſing: ſuch car, erucifhing noi. 
As if he really was trans d ec * 


Now near Bien ſhould there happen to be hogs 
Paſſing their happy hours aniüſt ine bog, | 
Grunting ſoft things to their owwifteſtvand blood; 
That is, unts their Tweetheartsand-thelr-beides, " | 7 
Lying like ancient Romans on their ſides, 

And dining on the dainties of the mud; 
Forgetting love, and dainty mud ſo att ning, 
In which they had been hatt ning. "A 

Up leaps the herd af ſwine for bis beben, 
Juſt like the Herd. that had che . 
Away they ſeamper, all ſo ciull, Lice 9611 
Reſolving for to free him or te * . 

Such is of ſwine the fel 


” 
'Y 


(5 


endly quality, ; 
Although proverbial for brutality: 


But when, at Newgate to be hung, 
A Chriſtian * a dying ſong, 


1 grant 


| 1 
os evnfu6rs 1 ron ramTERs,” 
I grant that numbers haſten to the wretch, | 
Moſt pig-like—but, alas! lift not a hand 
o keep him longer in the land? 


eee. 
No; on the contrary, ſo fond their'vyes || 
Of ſeeing how a brother dies, 22 
T, from the bottom of my ſoul, believe "of 
They would not wiſh: him a reprieve. |, | | 
Thus, were your good friend Prrr condema'd to 


eier 
Nay, e | 
For whom with goodly zeal-ye ſeem to flame; 
I don t believe you'd wiſh to cut the ſtring, 


Were ye but tolerably ſure K 

The next in power would give you fixpence more, 
Learn then, my Lords, (though with Sm ye 
2 = K em) 0 . 


Friend from hogs, nene 'em. 


1 r 


* # > . . 4 Z 
* „ 


AT 1 my lubjefls end; and now = 
To FolLy let me make my beſt: Court ow, 
oO Goddeſs ſtill aol the Gzzar: 
Then oft, to pleaſe the palate. of the times, 
The Muſe ſhall ride to market with her oe. 
And thrive upon her Helicon _— 
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Juvanas. 


Full many a wight hath ſuffer'd for a ſong, 
And curs'd his volubility of tongue. 


That Para may not THUS have cauſe to ſay 
With Juyzxar, poor fellow, let us pray | 5 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 
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MY 7 LORDS, 


YOUR UNCOMMON ATTENTION 
o my late N demands a' return of gra- 
itude, Permit me to preſent to your LoRDSHIPS 
he following Lyric Trifles, which, if poſſeſſed of 
merit ſufficient to preſerye them from oblivion, wil 
inform Poſterity that you exifted. 


Lam, my Lozps, 


| PETER PINDAR. 
ExPos- 
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Mosr « noble hers, PEAS goes an odd report, 
That you, prime fay'rites of an hongft Court, 

Are hunting treaſon *midſt my publications ; ; 
Hunting, like bloodhounds, with the keeneſt noſes, 
Which hound-like hynting nat'rally ſuppoſes 

The Bard dares ſatirize the NO, OF NATIONS. 


Ye ſharp ſtate-mouſers, - with, —_ watetiog.jawe,” 
God keep me from the vengeance al . clas! 
An Aſiatic fight may be renewd; 

What feathers flying, what a field of blood, 

*Twixt falcon Bukxz and SHERIDAN, To dare. 
And heron HAsrINds, ſuch a dainty 1 

So wont to cram on Aſiatie fiſh, 


The largeſt, fattelt of the eaſtern wave!, | 


Yes, yes, I hear that ye have watch'd my note, | 
And wiſh'd to ſqueeze my tuneful throat; 


When TryzLow your deſigns moſt wiſely ſcouted, 
Swearing the Poet ſhould not yet be knouted. 


Thus 


76 | BXPOSTULATORY: ODE. 


Thus when grimalkin i in its cage eſpics _ 2 
A linnet or canary-bird, ſo ſweet ; : 

The ſcoundrel lifts, ſo ſanctified, his eyes, 
Ei Contriving how the warbler's back to greet: 


He fquints; and uch Ez lips, ſtalks wound and 


round. 

Twinkling with miſchief fraught his tiger tail ; 
Now on his rump he ſite, in thought profound, 
Looks up with hungry wiſhes to afſail ; | 

When ſudden enters maſter with a roar, 

And kicks the ſcheming” murderer to door. 
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| Ric IGHT honeſt IS of. 5 . ) 
I like to ſmile at Kings, bur #eaſoti-hate. 


Moſt buſy JanxIx3gy, Burz'g ance beſt FTE 5 
A praiſe. that ſtamps a. character divine: 
Believe not thus the. Poet can gend; 

Te gods! e paar . valoyal line? | 

1 Pzrzn, perpetrate ſo fout a thing! 

J offer miſchief to fo good a King! 


Now be it known to all the zealms around; - 
I would nat loſe my Liao for . 


Mild Ossonx xx, ſofter than the down of goo 
I beg thou wilt not let ſuſpicion looſe ; 


77 
ſo, of Hiſtory Pit thrn co LS 3 50.” 4H 
Divulge ſome tame Atndurs th ov CorLex ; 
Po tame, indeed, ſo Gngularly ſtupil, 
gave a bluſh to little plmping Cupid! 


0 Heins! ein "Jevininon and OebonNR Bi, 
Foes to the Muſe, to cut out PeTzR's tongue? 
Arm'd with the Jove-like thunders of the crown, | 

| 2 knock with thoſe dread bolts «finiple Poet down ? 


Lo! into life againſt my vill I tumbled ; 9 
And, ſays my nurſe, 1 made a horrid clatter; 
Kick'd, ſprawl'd, and ſputter d, gap'd, and cry d, 

and grumbled, | 
Quite angty, ſeemingly, wi with Mother Narukz; ; 


m. queen. lis, chibking-all the. does is right, 

gainſt my wiſhes lagg'd me into light; _ 
a what is harder, and worſe manners in, 
She'll kick me out of it againſt my will. . 


Yet fines ii bb theatre e 
Which with my femper now begins to ſuit;. 
And fince its drama pleaſes, I muſt own 
I ſhould be forty to remain a mute; 
Inclin'd to fay, like Beokroxy, undeterr'd, 
« By G- TI you,” aud e TN be heard. * 


. Mt . 
* 
+ +. © 


* The Neuf , (Commons frequmitly veſounded with thoſe 
emphatic eapreſians of the late augry patrivtie Alderman, when 
gentlemen, by ſcraping, hemming, coughing, and groaning, 
(to adopt the phraſeology of my old friend Dr. Johnſon) meant 
10 Oppugn the impetuoſity of pecuniary arrogance, and annihi- 
late the ebullition of pertinaceous loquacity. 


ES LOGS / . 


| My Lords, fin would Brea Kate longer 1, 
For lo] deſire, ag to a boſom. wife, 


0 | Undoubtedly the greateſt bliſs of life, ; | 
= Hath taken deeper root and ſtronger. 


5 Would HE who made the world look down and 

« PRTER, wilt live on earth a thouſand years 5 
« Lord, Lord,“ I ſhould delighted roar away, 
9 Ten thouſand, if to thee it. meet n Hi 


4. 80 long! what for ” the Deity may cry. n 
O great Divinity, quoth I, | N 
A thouſand reaſons; principally one, | 
« To ſee the preſent Prince of Wales, 
« Whom many an aſpic tongue aſſails, 
« Aloft. on Britain's. envied throne 5; +: 1, 


„Where half the Monarchs that have fat before 
« Have only. Tat to eat, and drink, and ſnore; 
« To blaſt, nay damn the credit of the age, 
« And load with folly Hilt'ry's-bluſtung page. / 


| And, Janxingon, ſhould thy hard face dehold | 
A Grorce THz FourTH upon the throne, 
Adieu at once thy age of gold! 


Behold thy hopes of higher honours gone! Fw 


Then get thyſelf an Earldom quick, quick, quick, 
For fear of Fox ruxz's wild vagaries: 
Thus ſhall thy daughters all, like maſhrooms thick, 
Riſe Lady Joans and Mapets, NRLLSs and Marys. 
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n friendſhip's cauſe I know his boſom warm, 


| Ehetery: a merit ith a friend. 
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I OWN I loves the D ha W 
1 know the youth receiv'd from heav'n a heart: S 


That maketh certain folk with wonder ſtart. 


Tis true that from my ſoul the man 1 hate, 
Immers'd in mammon, and by mis'ry got; 
Who, to complete his dinner, licks his plate, 
And wiſhes to have ev'ry thing for nought : 


Who, if he gam'd, the dice would meanly cog z/ 


Rob the blind beggar's ſcrip, and ſtarve his dog: 
And that there are ſuch wretches near a Gone, 


Degraded NaTuRz tells it with a he 


Perdition catch the money-gaſping wretch, 
With hook-like fingers ever on the firetch, 


Who, fighing, vents on Carty à curſe, 
That aſks, for Want, a penny. from his purſe! 


The heart that lodges in that miſer's breaſt, 


For money, feels the hunger of the ſhark ; 
Reſembling, too, the ruſty iron cheſt 
That holds his idol—cloſe, and hard, and Ark. 


Give me the youth who dares at times unbend; 
And, ſcorning MopkRATIOx's prude-like ie, 
Can to her teeth, and to the world, declare, 


- . 


When 


2 — ED.AGGY' BOLL. 


When FrrenDsmP draws the corks, and bids he 
| dome - 8 7 
With mich and uf of che fog pelound; 
When Fa DSH bids the bowl o 'erflowing foam, 
Um Moss eyes theboatdawithple 
Behold the Viwruns that ſublimely ſear, 
— ä Ep AMR ae?" Welk 
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Won you, jy f Lon rn e vl ing at 


There” 8 ſcarce a crime I've ye not commined, 
The very effence of the devil; 


* DeſervinggVy rhe;dempys1o'be ney, * 


Juſt like a turke „ gooſe. or dock, 1 0 
Prepar'd by Joan the cook to go to bre; 5 | 
So wanton have you both been pleas'd to pluck 
The ſwan who beats in ſong EI 2 


Of ev'ry quality am 1 bereft— OY; * WP 
Not even the ſhadow of a virtue left; ES 
Not one ſmall moral feather in my wings, 
When dead, to liſt me to the King of Kings. 
My Lords, beware by mouthing-oft my name 
Unwifely, ye may damn me into fame: 


By letting thus your ſpleen on Prrzx looſe, 
He builds arches on abuſe ! ee, 


— 


nn > <> 


2 


„  xxpoaroLarory. e, 5 

n vain the Bary turns oculiſt, and tries 

Fo purge the film from this world's darken'd' eyes : 

n vain to Printers and to Printers devils 
fly, and "Mvertiſe to cure King's Evils: = 
Vith huge contempt ye look on me, alack! _ 
ly noftrums curſe, and call the Baz A quack. | 


n general, —— are ſuch counrd: things, | 
hey fear to ſpeak their ſentiments of Kings, 
Till thoſe ſame Des are e dead; and then the | 

crowd, 8 | 1 

Juſt like a pack of bands) hiſtorian, bard, 

With throats of thunder run his mem'ry hard, 
And try to tear him piecemeal from his ſhroud. 


Nov, if we wiſh a Monarch to reclaim, : f 
= In God's name let us ſpeak before he's dead; 
Or elſe 'tis ten to one we miſs our aim, 
By ſtaying till the FaTzs have cut his thread: 
After this operation of their knife, 

I ne' er knew reformation in my life. 9 


And yet, what i is the greateſt King when dead, 
When duſt and worms his eyes and ears o 'erſpread, 
And low he lies beneath the ſtone ? 
The man who millions call'd his own, 
Howe' er his ſpectre may be willing, 
Cannot give change t'ye for a ſhilling / 
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v. OUR taunting voices now, 227 725 1 wy 
And thus they grate the poet's loyal car: 

„  Barp, we are both ſuperior to thy Jays; _ 
“ Deaf wo thy cenſure, and deſpiſe thy praiſe. 1 


10 Know chat our Monarch lifts his head ſublime 
* Beyond the reach of groveling rhyme, _ by? 
« An Atlas, hiding midſt the thickeſt clouds; 
„ Whilſt thou, a beetle, doom'd to buzz below, 
e In circles, envious, rambling to and fro, 


< Survey'ſ che ſhining miſt, his head that ſhrouds, 


* 5 rhymes, inſulting Kings with pigmy pride, 
Are like the ſea's mad waves that make 2 
. pother, _. 
« Wild ruſhing on ſome W ſide, 
One noiſy blockhead following another: * 


46 Abe ſtately promontory ſeems to n 
„ Aſpiring fools, go back again, go home: 
« At once the ſhoulder'd bullies, daſh'd away, 
“ Sink from his lofty ſide in fruitleſs foam. 


„ Thou, with rabſcallions like thyſelf, 

5 « A poor opiniated ſenſeleſs elf, 

| + + © Letting on Kings thy pen licentious looſe, 
« Art like an impudent lane gooſe,” 
«© Who, as the tray'ler calmly trots along, 

« Starts from EY his flock, an ill-bred throng, 


„ Waddling 
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PR ery 63 
Waddling with pokd- out a and woice ſo 


ot coarſe, 1 1wiracult $6071 n 82 1 
As if 16,.{wallow up the man aut horſe: -/ - 
With rumpled feathers to the ſteed he ſteals, 

And, like a coward, ſnaps, him by the heels : 
Then to his gang, wich flapping pinions dbb. | 
The fool ere& returns T4 Fit! gobbling, 

And from each e 8 greeting zullet draws 
The mingled triumpk of coarſe 2 5 

As if the trotting enethic{' Were WR. | 
And man ànd palfry fairly Lila and eaten. 


© Poor rogue, thou haſt not got che trifling ſpirtt 
To own thy King eber did one a8 of merit.“ 


7 Lords, with great on to your ſenſe, 

iving the lie, yet hoping no offence : ra 
act is his my heart with rapture Ml, - 

EORGE gave the world the PrINCz. or WALEs; 


\ Prince, who, when he fills Oh: England's throne, 
The Vin rvzs and fair SUENCE mall ſarround it; 
And when he quits the ſceptre, all ſhall own © 
He left it as wnfHied as he found it. 


9D 


TREAT was * Bard' . ſing . 
Vaſt in her ſoul, majeſtic in her mien: 

But fierce GEORGE HazDiNGt®* ſwore if pens or pen, 
Of woman, women, man, or men, 


; 1 At 
* 4 ” J * 1 — 4 
; | | 
8 2 ; In 
| l * 
— 


\ 


of Solicitor to _ Queen. 


- 


: * | TxroxroLAroRY TT 


In any-wiſe 0 or ſhape, in ode or tale, 
Dar'd mention that ſuperior Lady, lo“! 
The law ſhould deal them ſuch a blow þ— 
Hang, pill'ry, 'or confine for life in il! 


And as a kite, on whom the ſmall birds ſtare, 
That tow'ring critic. of the air, "Rag 
ls oft beſet by tribes of 1 rooks and. crows, _ 1 
Amidſt the cry{lal fields of heav'n 3... PRES Sita 
By whoſe hard beaks and wings, no common fo 
Sad knocks to gentle kite are Sun; | 


ron thus amidſt that lofty hall, N 

Nam'd Weſtminſter, the gentle Bard 
Might of the fable legions. taſte the gall: 5 

He, therefore, wiſely means to play his card; 

The Poet's s quidlibet audendi waves, 

And thus his hide an old companion ties; 


Ab, me! the legiſlators of Parnaſſus, 

In liberty, though Engliſhmen, ſurpaſs us! 
What s ſound at Hippocrene, the Poet's ra, 
1s not, I ween, at Weſtminſter, ſound law! 


. Parnaſſus never with rare Gznivs wars; 
But aiding, lifts its head to ftrike the ſtars : 
At Weſtminſter how diffrent is his fate! 
Where if he ſoars ſublime, and boldly ſings, 
The ſheers of Law, like Fax s, ſhall ſnip his ih 
And bid him warble through an iron grate. 


Perebaunce law-neckcloths, form'd of deal or oak; 
Like marriage, often an unpleaſant yoke, 
Shall rudely hug his harmleſs * N 

And ſtop * Apolliniin note F- bs e 


1 
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he - empire of fair Poetry 0 'erturning, 8 
nd putting wel gentle Mvss i in ö 


2 D E vn. NA 7A ; 


q E tell me both; nd grievous. malic cars | 
n one dull tune eternally Pm harping.- - 
You would have ſaid to MiLron juſt the "ry 'F 
Tho thro' twelve books the head of Satan maul * 
Ha names the prince of darkneſs call'd, | 
muſt have made you roar out * ſhame! *. 


Te would (or greatly I miſtake) have fad, 

What! Mirror, always plaguing the poor Devil! 
“For ever beating Nick about the head! 

“How canſt thou be ſo dev'liſhly uncivil ; 


Was not one book ſufficient for thy ſpleen, 
But muſt thou to a mummy beat him, CES MM 
« And, like a pickpocket, ſo barb'rous treat him 

* Through books a dozen or fourteen?” | 25 


Suppoſe theſe things ye could have Wass d, 

And glorious MIL rox, like a ninny, 

Had anſwer'd, © There is ſenſe and reaſon in ye— 
Thank ye, kind Gentlemen, for all you've . ; 
*The hint you offer, not amiſs im 
ll tear my Paradiſe to pieces.“ 


WSuppoſe I aſk you, what had been the evil? 
Believe me, ſomething to the world's ſad coſt : 
By ſuch civility to ſpare the Devil, 

= My Lords, a ſecond Iliad had been loſt. 


Thus 
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What would his cuſtomers all do a ray 
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You'll ſay, Let SarixE meane? ſubjects look.” 4 


 Who'd buy my melancholy vulgat bock? 


With what a confidence he pricks his ears ! 


Thus from poor Perzt take the' GREAT auer, | 5 ca 
Of fun ye rob Him of cart -lbads. 


Lord ! curſe you for the loſs of Odes.. 


Well, IENRK v, grant my ſatire flies at you, 


Adieu, fair r and FoxTuns's fmiles Aan | 


But if we, "daring, trim a 1077 jacket, 
Lord! what a buying, reading! what a racket! 
How ſpruce the metamorphosꝰd bard appears! | 


Who juſt. before, in pitcous chop-fall'n plight, 8 
Look'd of the ene * ame Erzorrr 


Who runs to Vp 0 manbey in 4 trap 5 
But let the noble lion grace the gin, 


Lo! the whole world is out to fee him inap, B 
To hear him growl, and triumph 0 'er, wy grin! : « 
f Cut off the head of a great Lord, 1 
Not wiſer than the head of a great gooſe, | L 
Tow'r-Hill at once with gapers will be ſtor'd | A 
As if the world was all broke looſe: _ 5 
But when a little villain haps to ſwing, — 
What a poor: ſolitary ſtring ! F 
How few by CuriosTyY are fetch'd 1 + 6 


To ſee the rope of Jultice r 2 « 
oF, Scarce 


* „Here Teemeth to be a Loßtradt aas but ben the readet 
is informed that Jenxy cannot without mockery be ranked 


anongſt the Gxzar, the myſtery ſtands explained. 


der 


arce any but the hangman and the * 
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To do their duty at the culprit's. fide, | 
Vith hemp and pray'rs his neck and ſoul a bit, 
e 7 i 


ODE VII. 5 
; . 
* ay 182 


THI hark! 1 "7 <— panda 


« This PzTzx is the moſt audacious dog; 


he fellow hath no rev'rence for a name— 


“ A King to him is ſcarce above a log.” 
Sometimes below * a log, Sirs, if you pleaſe; 
A bold aſſertion, to be prov'd with eaſe. 


But, goodly Gentlemen, I: do deſire ye 25 


r' avoid in this affair minute enquiry 


Concerning their reſpeQive merit; 

I fear leſs prudence will be feen than bum; 
Logs univerſally are uſeful things; * 
A poſtulatum not allow'd to Kings. 


“For us, on HoN ons pinnacle,“ ye cry, 

e Whoſe heads are nearly level with the ſky, 
High baſking in the blaze of regal pow'r; 

* This PETER, ſeldom from rank pride exempt, 

« Calls us, with ſcowling eyes of fix d contempt N 

* 4 pair of Jy 1 upon a tow'ro 


| th * 
8 * A ﬀew foreign Monarchs juif the Poet's aſſertion. 5 


1 
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bs Archbiſhops, biſhops, ſervants of the Lord, 
Head ſer vants, too, who preach the pureſt ee 
„With waving hands enforcing goodly matter, 
No more by him, the ſcorner; are accounted - 
© Than imp-like ſweepers on their nen mount. 
ed, 


„ That wield their bruſh, and to the atze chat 
3 


ww =7 


* 


7 True, my Aer Lords—for i merit t only warm, 
Me, rank and trappings long have ceas'd to charm; 
And yet, their eyes the ſtupid million bleſs, 
For barely getting fights of rank and * 


When Judges a campaigning 1 
And on their benches look ſo big. f | 
What gives them conlequence, er 
Is nothing · but a buſhel wig : | 
Yet bumpkins, gaping with a bullock ſtare, ** 
See lofty learning lodg'd in ev'ry hair. , 
But bead, not hair, my admiration draw; 

Not wigs, but wiſdom, ſtrikes my, ſoul with awe. 
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. * 
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Tis man who printeth hls dtc fits, 
Into the Public's mouth his head commits 3 
Too oft a lion's mouth, of danger full, 

Or flaming mouth of PriaLann's bull : 
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He pours the ſad repentant groan W 5 rt; 
The cruel, world but giggles at his pain: 


For lo! our world, ſo ſavage in its nature, F 
Would rather ſee a fellow under water, 
Or, from the attic ſtory of a houſe, 

Fall down ſouſe 
Upon a ſet of curſed iron ſpikes,” ' fa 
Than ſee him with the blooming laſs be kes, 
Bleſt on a yielding bed of down or roſes, 
Where Love's fond couples often join their noſes. 


Upon me what a hoſt I've got! 8 
Who by their black abuſes boil their, pot. 2 
Ay, that's the reaſon—wide-mouth'd Huncsr calls I 
And from the hollows of each ſtomach. bawls! | 


W Thus the poor filk-worms, AR to bleſs mankind; 2 


Whilſt for the ſhiv'ring world the robe they ſpin, 
In ev'ry ring a thouſand inſects find, 4 
Gnawing yoraciouſly their harmleſs ſkin. 5 


And thus the lambs, whoſe uſeful fleeces treat 
With coats and blankets people of all ſtations, - | 
By preying maggots are beſet, _ | 
Harb'ring whole ſtinking nations ; 


Which, from their backs, the crows fo kindly pick, 
Enough to make a Chriſtian fick. 


Oh, would ſome critic crow But eat the pack 

Now neſtling 1 in my lyric back, 

That daily in their hoſts, increaſe, 

And try to ſpoil the fineſt fleece! 1 858 

Why am 1 perſecuted for my rhym es, 0 
That kindly try to cobble Kings and times: 
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To mine, Cnanxzs Gavzonua.'s rage was s dows- 
He was a e. an to ne, | 


Thund' ring amidſt a high e * 1 


Pm a ſmall cockboat bobbing at an anchor; * 
Playing with patereroes that alarm, ax | 
Yet ſcorn to do a bit of harm. 


My fatire's blunt his boaſted a keen — ; 
A ſugar-hammermine—but his a blackſmith's ledge: 


And then that Joxrws! what a  fcalping fellow! 
Who dar'd ſuch treafon and fedition bellow! 


Gerd to ther, hola 8 twas to ſtab, 
Lord! Fm 4 melting medlar to a crab! 
My humour of a very diff” rent ſort is: 


Their fatire's horrid hair-cloth; mine is filk : 


Jam a pretty nipperkin of milk; 

They, two enormous jugs of agua-fortis. 
Compar'd to their high floods of foaming ſatire, 
My rhyme's a rill—a thread of murmuring water : 
A whirlwind they, that oaks like ſtubble heaves ; 
I, zephyr whiſp'ring, ſporting through the leaves. 


And ſuch all candid people muſt conclude it— 
The world ſhould ſay of PzTEzr Pix pAx's ſtrain, 
„In him the courtly Horace lives again — 
« Circumpracordia Petrus ludit. “ 
Which eaſy ſcrap of Latin thus I render : ; 
No man by PeTzR's verſe is harſhly bitten; 
Like lambkins bleats the bard ſo ſweet and render, 
And x: ae as boys e fporuyy ST: 


— 
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So chaſte his foi, (0 ſolt his ſtylem 

That ev'n his bitt' reſt enemies ſm Wes 
He biddeth not his verſe in thunder roar 

His lines perpetual ſummer—ſunſhine weather: 


He ficłlas only how can he do more, 
Whoſe * nnen 8 & 5 * 


. i - - o * 


b L. 


LMX children, charmed wit Praise's bre 
ng. 
How much the Great admire the cringing throng ! 
And how moſt hvingly the men they hate, 
Who, to the ſtubbornneſs of conſeience born, 
Tenacious of the rights of nature, ſcorn _ 
To hold the cenſer to the noſe of SraTz! 


Too many a weak-brain'd man, and ſilly e, 
Are made ridiculous by fulſome fame; 


Rais'd on high pedeſtals in rich attire, 
For half the globe to laugh at, not admire. 
Ye bid the bard in panegyric ſhine ; 5 


With courtly adulation load the line: 
Sirs, adulation is a fatal thing 


Rank poiſon for a ſubject, or a King. | 


My Lords, 1 do declare that it requires 


A brain well fortified;' to bear great flatt*ries; 
Such very dangerous maſk'd batteries, 


That keep on great * 's brains ſuch ceaſeleſs fires 
I hope 


92 = # EXFOSTULATORY obks 
I hope chat God will give ſuch great men grace 
To know the gen'ral. weakneſs of the place. 


Pray do not fancy what I utter ſtrange - 

The love of flatt' tt'ry is the ſoul's rank mange, 
Which, though it gives ſuch tickling) joys, 
Inſtead of las ſervice, .it deſtroys: | 
Juſt as the mange to lapdogs' ſkins applyd,. 
Though pleaſing, ſpoils the beauty of the hide. 


A ſonnet now and then to pleaſe the fair, 
With flatt'ry ſpic'd a little, does no harm; 

That talks of flames, perfections, hope, deſpair, : 
And hyperbolically paints each charm. N 


Porhaps to a fault at times, my Muſe's art, 

By admiration ſwell'd, hath ſoar'd too high; 

But CynTHa knew the lover's partial art, 
And chid her poet for the tuneful lie. 


Perhaps too loud the bard hath ſtruck the lyre: 
And when th' enthuſiaſt, with a lover's fire, 
More bright than angels, gave the nymph to mo , 
By TzvuTHr's delightful dictates ſolely ſway'd, 
Ought of his fay'rite CyNTHIA to have ſaid, 
„ She * only, o'er the world below,” wp 
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My ＋ Lords, I won't conſent to be a 8 


Jo batten in the royal rug, 
And on the backs of Monarchs 5 e 


And more, my Lords, I hope I never ſhall. 


; , 
; 


Let 


* 
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Yet certain vermin 1 can mention, love 1 
Tou know the miſerables that can prove it. 


I cannot;"Vapiſt-like; (a dupe to Kings) 
Create divinities from wooden things. 


Somewhere i in Aſia—1 forget the place— = 
Ceylon I think it is—yes,. yes, I'm right— 2 
There, Kings are deem' d a heay'nly race, 

And blaſphemy it is their pow'r to flight. 


Like crouching ſpaniels down black Lords _ lie, 
Whene'er admitted to the Royal we 2 
And ſay, whene'er the mighty? Monarch chats 
To thoſe black Lords about their wives and brats, 
That happen in the world to tumble: 

" * Sire, your llave and bitch my wife 

* Hath brought, to bleſs your dog: lo FLY 
6 a two, three, four, five puppies into life; 
4 All ſubje& to your godlike will and pow . 
+ WOES hang or drown in half an hour.“ ne ts 


This 1s too ſervile, I muſt dare confeſ 
*'Twixt man and man the dif rence ſhould be ls hc 


1 own I brought two wond'ring eyes to tomn, 4 
Got bent by mobs my ribs like any hoop, - 


To ſee the mighty man who wore a crown - 
To ſee the man to whom great cburtiers ſtoop. 


Much had I read, which certes ſome time fince i is, 
My Bible ſo replete with Kings and Princes, 
And thought Kings taller than my Pariſh. ſteeple ; 
I thought too, which was natural enough, "7: wh 
Jovx made their ſkins of very diff / rent „ 
From that which clothes the bones of common 


people. 
But 
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But mark! op! ſtaring, gaping ev'r ry day, 
The edge of admiration' wore a- by, 


Like razary' edges rubb'd againſt; nes 
Kings ceas'd to be ſuch objects of 1devalionts 
I ſaw the Beings ſoon without emotion, 

And thought like e wine their bodies fleſh and bone. 


Like many thouſupds, 12 wk h 291 
To think Jovx Kept u ſoul and body 5, 
Like mercers, had variety of ſtuff 1 

For ſuch whoſe turn it was to be made \ up; "HAM 
And that he treated with great liberality ; "2508 
Folk born to figure in the line of quality; 
Giving ſouls ſuperfine, and bones and bloods, ... 

In ſhort, the choiceſt of celeſtial goods : Ke: 


But on the lower claſſes when employed, 

It ſtruck me that he work d with much far al 
Not caring one brafs farthing for the chapßs; 

Forming them juſt as girls themſelves amuſe 


In making workbags, pincuſhions, and ſhoeg— 
' ViDELICET, from fcraps. 


Now can't I give a — of praiſe, 
E'en to an Emp'ror, if uncrown'd by n. 
A ſtarving principle, faith, now a-dayzs, 

. And unconnected with the courtier's ſpirit. 
You, Sirs, I think, can give it with a ladle, 
And rock of. grinning nd the cradle. ; 


— o» had an 3 — nd bed = 
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So Ei I ws my hne; merit— | 


4 F; - * 


. 
2 1 


. % 
% ** 5 - * 5 % 
P ; - 
” * Y — 
. oe >. 
” © 
oy * 
Ns _ ets "4 
8 * 1 
4548 8 
% * = 7 1 
7 . 5 
1 3 3 + 
9 2 
T2 Mas ia. __ 
$ - Et 
7 * 5 x 


Evaporated half its ſpirit ; . 9 ah 
Reduc'd from alcohol to phlegm; * 2 oe 
From ſolid T pidding & to pp d. cream! 33 © eh 


Heid one Dag 
There was a time, 8 not one bit ar 10 
Of ought the people roar'd, or ſung, or ſaid, 
I careleſsly my fav'rite trade purſu'd; | 
Invok'd Apollo, and the Muſes wood: | 
And, with the ſtoiciſm that hulls a ſtone, - 
I fat me down and pick'd my mutton bone. 


Thus when, amidſt the tumbüng world of 0 

The cloud-wrapp'd Genius of the tempeſt raves, 
And, midſt the hurrying 1 maſs of ſpectred gloom, 

Farz, mounted on the wild wing of the blaſt, 


Shouts deſolation through the twilight waſte, 


Aud, thund' ring, threats a ſyſtem's doom; 


Lo! with light wing a gull the billows ſweeps, . 
Sports on the ſtorm, and mocks the bellowing deeps; 
Now on the mountain ſurge compos'd he ſquats, . 
Adjuſts his feathers, and looks round 10 ſprats. 


I now may ſay, with righteous Davm, 50 Lord, 
With foes I'm ſore encompaſſed about ;* 

And rhyme like STzxxnHoLb, once for verſe ador'd, 
* wote not when I ſhall get out; 

« So craftily the heathen me affail, 

«+ My canticle doth not a whit avail.” 


Lo! 
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Lo! almoſt ev'ry one at PETER's "iP 
Levels his blunderbufs, and takes a pop— 
Bounce on my dear os frontis falls __ g 
But harmleſs het, thank God, e drop: 


Vet, by and by, ſome luckleſs ot FOI 
May knock about the brains of Fo. ch . 4 
_ Thouſands will ſmile to ſee him go to pot, 

And mock him in his grave, with ſhameleſs metre: 
Not ſo our gracious King and Queen, TI know it— 
They've pity, if not pence, to give a poet. 


Patient as. Jos, hl SATAN, all ſo vile, 
Betting his ſkin againſt the Logv's, 

Adding a moſt contemptous ſmile, 

As well as moſt indecent words, 

 Cover'd the man of UZ with boils, 

At which, with horror, ev'ry heart rails: 


Ves, patient as the man of YZ amT 
Though forc'd on Exvx's burning coals to fry. 


Seek I the court PucLogds, Lordlings fly the place— 
The ladies, too, ſo full of loyal grace, 
Turn their gay backs when there I ſhow my head 3 
As happen'd at St. James' $ t'other day, 
When up the ſtairs I took my ſolemn way, 

And fill d the fine-dreſs'd gentlefolks with dread. 


Of 8 flew; and, with his ſtar ſo blazing, 
Off flew the frighten'd Sir Joan Dick, fo ſtout, 
Who won his blazing ſtar by means amazing= 

/ 
By manufacturing ſour crout. 
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Dr flew, with this great crout-compoſing Diex, " hh 
WW :0Ms0N n 18 Hancovnr, and Gold 


tie; | 
ch was Me at. che man of rhymes, 


us on # bank, upon 4 ſummer's day, aw HA 
Of ſome fair ſtream of Eaſt or Weſtern Ind, 


hen puppies join in wanton play, 


Free from the flighteſt fear of being nnd; 


from that ſtream, which all ſo placid flows, 
fly old alligator pokes his noſes | - 


Wiſhing, perchaunce, to take a flice of cur 3 


t once the dogs are off upon the ſpur; 
or once behind them caſt a courtly look, _ 
0 compliment the monarch of the brook. 


— 


0 * it. | 


Dre Ce 


Like fam'd Dazivs, great and good; 
all'n, fall'n, poor fellow, from a large eſtate; 
Forc' d, fore d to brouſe, like goats, * lanes for 
food! 


las! deſerted quite by is fiend ; ; 


o! not a ſoul will kind aſſiſtance lend; 
Lo! ev'ry puppy lifts his leg at Perera! 


Vor II. H Like 


$ thoug my enter d to divulge their en. * 
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And what than friendſhip can be ſweeter? + 


4 * 


Like ome one inflated rack an, | 

. Where, midſt th Atlantic vaſt, . * 
Shook by the thunders of each angry hy, - 
| And rell'd on by the ruſhing worlt of wares! 


80 hard, indeed, the &itic tempeſt bios, 
I ſcarce can point gat the pale my noſe 
- A ferm more violate was never ſeen t 
80 dread the wat —Aadeed it muſt be dreud, 
When from his Hop Jom Niet61s pops his head, 
And. pours the thunders of his Magazine. 


For heavier artilf'ry ne er was play d: 
And yer, not all the artill'ry is his own 
HavLey, a clofe ally, in ambüſcade 
Behind, affiſts the war of furious Jon. 


Jonun Nichols, with WI. HAvLEx for his 
A 
Are ſerious things, howeꝰer theworld may laugh; 
And therefore dread I much to face the fire 
Of this intrepid Hudibras and Ralph. 


You too, my Lords, combin'd with thoſe dread foes 
| T6 tear the bard to pieces for his rhymes, | 
Is very cruel, righteous Heav'n well knows, _ 
And does no fort of credit to the times, 


Yer let me feel myſef—Pm not yet dead, 
Though mauPd ſo terribly about the head; 
© By Printers Devils and allies ſurrounded : 
| Priaps, like. the Pruſſian Monarch, I may riſe. 
| Herculean, to the world's s ſurpriſe, 
And ſee my enemies confounded. 


Full 


ee ebe * 
ou many a e been won ten Pond 
= Though ſeonting dead, 5 — out amd the 
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Ws: yout good leave, my Lords ru now RY 
mine. 

ot deem'd, ere, A poet quite divine 

Perchaunce with beaſts at Epheſus I've wart'd, . 

Like that prodigious orator Saint Paul; 

And for my ſtanzas, p'rhaps both great and ſmall, 

Ye kindly with me feather” d well, and tarr'd.. 


Ye think I loathe the name of King, no doubt— 
Indeed, my Lords, you never were more out: 
lam not of that envious claſs of elves ; 
Though Dame MAcauLEy turns on Kings her tail, 
With great reſpect the ſacred names I hail, _ 
That i Is, of Monarchs who reſpe? themſelves, L 


But ſhould they a& with m or like foola, 
The Mus ſhall place a fool's- cap on their ſkulls, 
Stubborn as many a King, indeed, I am— 
That is, as udn 9s a halter'd ram: 
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Lily foe hone infolated rock a, | 

| Shook by the ehe of ach 2 thy, 
And teib'd on by the ruſhing world of waves! 


So hard, indeed, the critic tempelk blows, 

I ſcarce can point against the gale my noſe 
A ſtorm more violent was never ſeen t 
80 dread the way -Aadeed it müſt be dead, 
When from his ſhop Join Nie nens pops his head, 

And. pouts the thunders of his Magazine. 


For heavier artilf'ry ne er was play'd : 
And yer, not all the artilFry is his o 
HavLey, a clofe ally, fit ambüfcade 
Behind, afhſts the war of furious Jom. 
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Jonx Nichols, with Wiz. HavLey fre his 

"Samm 

Are ſerious thifigs, owe er the world may laugh; 

And therefore dread I much to face the fire 
Of this intrepid Hudibras and Ralph. 


You too, my Lords, combin'd with thoſe dread foes 

| Jo tear the bard to pieces for his rhymes, | 
I Is very cruel, righteous Heav'n well knows, 
| And does no fort of credit to the times, 


Yet tet nie feel 'myſe—Pm not yet dead, 
Though mauPd ſo terribly about the head; 
© By Printers. Devils and allies ſurrounded : 
- Ne. like. the Pruſſian Monarch, I may riſe 
| Herculean, to the world's s ſurpriſe, 
And ſee my enemies-confounded. | 
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Not deem'd, perchaunce, A poet quite Mid” 
Perchaunce with beaſts at Epheſus I've wart'd, 
Like that prodigious, orator Saint Paul; 

And for my ſtanzas, p'rhaps both great and ſmall, 
Ye kindly, with me feather d well, and tarr'd. 


0 . 


Ye think I loathe the name of King, no doubt— 
Indeed, my Lords, you never were more out: 

I am not of that envious claſs of elves ; 

Though Dame Macaulxx turns on Kings her tail; 
With great reſpect the ſacred names I hail, _ 
That i Is, of Monarchs who Te tbemſeluen. 


But ſhould they a& with men or like fools, 
The Mussz ſhall place a fool's-cap on their ſkulls, 
Stubborn as many a king, indeed, I am 

That is, as ſtubborn as a ns as 4 
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8 9 in Pzzex's life you muſt not 1 7 10 1 

i Io try to waſh an aſs's face Hh. ft 1 

ly Is really labour to miſplace; © 

: And IO * K time, as well ip. | 8 
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PRav let me laugh, my Lords; I muſt, I will- 
My Lords, my laughing muſcles can't lie ſtill? 
Unpoliſh'd in the ſupple ſchools of France, 
I cannot burſt, to pleaſure Com PLAI SANCE« 


Care to our coffin adds a nail, no doubt; 7 
And ev'ry grin, ſo merry, draws one me JW 

I own I like to laugh, and hate to bgh; Y 
And think that riſibility was gvn. 0A" 
For human happineſs, by. gracious Heav'n, _ 
And that we came not into life to cry: 
To wear long faces, juſt as if our Maker, © 
The God of goodneſs, was an undertaker, | 
Well pleas' d to wrap the ſoul's unlucky mien 

In ſorrow's diſmal crape, or. bombaſin. | 


Methinks I hear the Lord of nature x --- *# 

« Fools, how ye plague me! go, be wiſe, be gay 

No tortures, penances, your God requires 

« Enjoy; be lively, innocent, adore, 

« And know that Heav'n hath not one angel more 
1 enen of groaning nuns and friars. 


66 Heav's 


ros rou V ore. 101 
. Heav'n never tobk a pleaſure or a pride 0 
In ſtarving ſtomachs, or a horſew mpye hide, 


« Mirth be your motto merry be your heart: HOST 
Good laughs are pleaſant inoffenſive things; | 
And if their follies happen to divert; 

e ſhall not quarrel at a joke on Kings.” 
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| F Monarchs (the Ms ol a, of lard) 

urn houſebreakers, and rob the nuns and friaxs ; 
Wteal pictures, crucifixes, heay'nly chattels, | 
0 purchaſe ſwords and guns and ſouls for battles ; ; 


n ſpite of all the world may ſay and think, 
If Empreſſes will, punk-like, kiſs and drink; |, 


If Kings will ſell the hares and boars they kill, | 
\nd ſnipe and partridge-blood for Mammon ſpill, 

Denying thus themſelves a dainty diſh y + 
\nd go themſelves to market with their fiſh: 


Pleas'd with the vulgar herd to join their name, 
If Kings, ambitious of a blackſmith's fame, 
Not wond'rouſly ambitious in their views, 
Inſtead of mending empires, make horſe ſhoes : 


25— Dead to fair Scizxox, if to vagrant hogs, 

o toymen, conjurors, and dancing dogs, 

reat Princes, pleas'd, a patronage extend ; 

hilſt modeſt Gexn1vs Pines without a friend: 
_— 
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 Diſmiſſing grandeur as an idle thing, 
If on bob-wigs, flouch'd hats, and 1yead- 
Upon vulgarity a Monarch do - 7. 

More pleas'd to look a coachman tha 2 King: 


If with their bullocks Kings delight to battle; "i 
On hard horſe-cheſnuts make them dine and ſup, 
Refolv'd to ſtarve the nice-mouth'd Feuttle | 
Until they eat the cheſnuts up : 
Poor fellows, from the nuts Who turn away, 
And think it dev'liſh hard they can't have hay; ; 


If Kings will mount old honſes upon rollers, 
Converting ſober manſions into ſtrollers, 
HERACLTrus's gravity can't bear i. 


n e e ha bay. 


ODE XVI. 


Jusr one word more, my Lords, before we part 
Do not vow yengeance on the tuneful art; | 
Tis very dangerous to attack a poet - 
Alſo ridiculous the end would ſhow it. 
Though not to write—to' rad I hear you're able; 
| Read, then, and learn inſtruQion from a fable, 


PHE 710 AND MAGPIE, 


4 A FA BL Eo 


* 
COCKING his "tail, a he prig, 
A Magpie hopp'd upon a Pig, 

To pull ſome hair, forſoath, to line his neſt ; 
And with ſuch eaſe began the hair-attack, 
As thinking the fee-ſimple of the back 
Was by himſetf, and not the Pig, poſſeſt. 


The Boar look'd up, as thunder black, to Mag, 

Who, ſquinting down on him, like an arch wag, 
Inform'd Mynheer ſome briſtles muſt be torn ; | 

Then buſy went to work, not nicely culling ; 

Got a good handſome beakfull by good pulling, - 
And flew, without a“ Thank ye,” to his thorn, 


The Pig ſet up a diſmal yelling ; 

Follow'd the robber to his dwelling, 

Who, like a fool, had built it midſt a bramble ; 
In, manfully, he ſallied, full of might, 
Determin'd to obtain his right, | 
And *midft the. buſhes now began to candle, 


He drove the Magpie, tore his neſt to rags, 

And, happy on the downfall, pour'd his brags ; 
But ere he from the brambles came, alack | 

His ears.and eyes were miſerably Es, | 

His bleeding hide in ſuch a plight forlorn, 
He could not count ten hairs upon his back, 


— - 
A . . 


THIS is a pretty tale, my Lords, and pat; : 
To ow like Yau ſa clever, verbum ſak 
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BENEVOLENT EPISTLE 
SYLVANUS URBAN, 
. ALIAS 


MASTER FOHN NICHOLS,- PRINTER, 


COMMON-CQUNCILMAN 'OF FARRINGDON WARD, AND 
CENSOR-GENERAL OF LITERATURE 3 


NOT FORGETTING | | 
MASTER WILLIAM HAYLEY. * 2 
ro 3 Aa 
AN ELEGY TO APOLL0O; 
4 3 
SIR JOSEPH BANKS apo Tus BOILED FLEAS: - 


AN ODE. 


Fie, nay, prithee, John; 

Do not quarrel, man; 

Let's be merry and 
Drink about. Caren. 
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THE Poet commeneeth 1 a ſublime ſtrain of hs imitatiog 
of claſſic ſimplicity with the ille ego—ſelf-conſequence of the 
Mantuan Bard; giving. an account of the various themes of » 
his Muſe, from Majssrr to Maſter Joun Nicnors— He 
aſketh the reaſon of Jonx's great anger, and freeth himſelf _ 
from the imputation of illiberality, by telling the world what 
handſome things he hath ſaid of the Printer The Poet 
attacketh Joux in turn for his want of candour—ſpeaketh 
oracles to Joun—maketh a fine compariſon between himſelf 
and purling ſtreams ; alſo between curs, cats, and courtier- - 
The Poet declaimeth virtuouſly and politically againſt ſwear, 
ing in a paſſion—complaineth of inſtances of Joaw's cruelty 
towards him for barely adminiſterivg a few admonitory laſhey 
to the back of the Paxszur of the Rovyar Sociszrr, 
Madam Piozz1, and Miſter Jauss BosweLL—The Poet 
again complaineth of Jokn's diſingenuouſneſs ; praifing, at 
the ſame time, his own ſweetneſs of diſpoſition—he men ' 
tioneth the horrors of dying people at the thought of being 
exhibited in Jon's Magazine, in which the Poet is fup- - 
poſed to allude to the letters of the Rev. Miſter Bapcocs 
and others, as well as ſcandalous anecdotes collected from 
families, to give a zeſt to his monthly lumber—The Poet 
informeth Joan of the appellation given him by ſome people, 
and which the Poet was always too delicate to uſe—The 
Poet. confeſſeth that he marvelleth at Joan? s impudence in 
aſſuming the management of the Gentleman's Magazine after 
Doctor Jonnson 3 ; on which Doctor Jounson, the Poet 
paſſeth a juſt ſtricture with unprecedented delicacy—The 
Poet challengeth Joux to ſay he ever expoſed him for his 
praiſes of ſuch as contributed to his Magazine—or when he 
tried to eclipſe the biographical fame of -PLuTarcn, by his 
| anecdotes of poor old Bo] ö The Poet exhibiteth more 
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z The Poet maketh a moſt luminous remark on the difference 
AP between the happineſs of fools and eviſe men, and concludeth 
| with adviſing Joan to make a proper application of his ta- 
| | ents, | e 
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BENEVOLENT Aris TI, 


Vc . Ge. OW 


E who, e that the brats, my rhymes, 
Should ſee the gentlefolks of future times 
Riſe like antiques in value, nor expire, 
Till Rum ſpreads his univerſal fire: 7 
Dread thought ! that to deſtruction muſt be | giv'n 
This charming world, this handſome wk. of - 
Heav'n! _ 

I, who, regardful of the courtier throng, 

To Kings, and Lords, and Commons, tun'd the 

long; ; - 

Bade Tom * no more indulge the g dream, 
And kindly wiſh'd his wit a wiſer theme; 
Struck to the lime and mortar Knight +. the firing, 
And hail'd of butterflies the nurſing king, f 
Who, ſcorning ſuns and moons, with happier eyes 
Beholds from dunghills purple Emp'rors F riſe ; 
More bleſt on this our earth a frog to ſee, - 
To find a cockleſhell, and boit a flea, | 

* Mr. Warten. | Sir William Chambers. 

t Sir Joſeph Banks. 5 A rare ſpecies of butterfly. 
ll „ 127. ä 
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Than dwell i in yonder ſkies, with glory crown wa, 
Where frogs, nor fleas, nor cockleſhells abound 3 
More bleſt to mark a bat's than angel's wing, 
| To hear a graſchopper than ſeraph fing; 
|, More pleas'd to view (if rumour juſtly paints) 
A "The tales of tadpoles than the heads of ſaints 5 
And hear (to fame if credence may be giv'n) 
One humming- bird than all the hoſt of heav'n: 
I, who to men of canvaſs ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſet with rhyme th* Academy on fire, 
- Oer Mount Parnaſſus, Jove-like, caſt my ſhoe ; ; 
| At poets ſmil'd, and poetefles too; a 
Preferr'd the ballads of the good Old Bailey, 
To all the cold pompoſities of Hayiey, q 
Whhoſe rhymes, I as ſoon as litter d, Jo che heaps, 
Where midſt her ſhadowy gulph OBLyvion ſſeeps: 
Soc deep, who featce can dive into bimfelf! 
80 lofty, too, the tenant of the helf! 
Now ſtiffer than recruits ſo raw at drill; 
Now petit. altre of the Muſes hills 
1, who to grave Reviewers figh'd my pray'r, 
Submiſſive bending at the critic chait ; 
And, bluſhing, begg' d one little laurel {pri g. 
Io bring W and adorn my wig : 


I, who 

a not aan nou | 
the ingenious artiſts. - This paſſage ſermed to want an explana- 
tion, as an illiberal reader might have imagined that I meant 


that my academic odes had put the members into a violent paſſon , 
an idea ſo very foreign to my wiſhes. . 


+ Such is really the preſent fink condition of this Lady- 


author. 


an — — 


2 al 


To JOHN NICHOLS 112 


1, who Sam Whitbread's brewhouſe prais'd in ſong, 5 

So highly honour'd by the Royal throng; 

Berhym'd a goodly Monarch and his ſpouſe, * _ 

Miſs Whitbread's curtfies, Miſter Whitbread's bows, 

Amounting, hiſt'ry ſays, to mag a ſcore, 

Such, too, as Chifwell-Street ne'er faw before; 

Not e' en forgetting, with my claffic force, 

The Brewer's, bulldog, and his mary'ling horſe; 1 

The curious draymen into puncheons creeping, .. 

And, charm'd with greatneſs, through the bung 

holes peeping : 

I, who to Pitt the chords in afiget ſtruck, 

Who whelm'd his PRI Nc fo gracefully with muck ; ; 

Lycurgus Pitt, whole. penetrating eyes 

Behold the fount of freedom in enviſe ;- ; 

Whoſe patriot logic poſlibly. maintains 

Th' identity of liberty and chain: 

I, who of Leeds and Hawkeſb'ry deign'd to he 

The bleſſed fav'rites of a blefſed * * * * ;.. 

High on the lab'ring pinions of an ode, 

Heav'd Brudenell's folly, what a leaden load ! 

Brudenell who bids us all the proverb feel, 

The largeſt calves are not the ſweeteſt veal;”. 

I, who on ſuch ſubjects deign'd to ſhine, 

Now tune to once a Printer's Dzv'L the line; ; 

But now no more a dev'l—with Atlas mien, 

The great fupporter of a Magazine; 

No more, no more a dey't with humbler air, 

But fit companion for our great LoxD May's ! | 
| 5 . 

* The Gentleman's, as it is modeſtly called ; to whoſe gentility 


Miſter HayLey is a conſtant contributor, i in the 1 of ingenious 
rhyme aud liberal criticiſm, 
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How like the worm which crawls at firſt the earth, 
But, getting a new coat, diſdains its birth; 
Spreads its gold tiſſue to the ſolar ray, 5 

And wings oer trees and tow'rs its airy way! 


With anger foatning, and of vengeance full, 
Why belloweth Jon Nichols like a 2 WE 
Say, Goddeſs, could a few poetic ſtripes 

Make Joan, ſo furious, kick about his 200 
Spin round his pandemonium like a top, 

And, thund'ring, to its centre ſhake the ſhop ? 
Could SaTirE's twig produce fo dire a din? 
And dwells ſuch. ſoftneſs in a printer's ſkin ? 


Illib'ral ! never, never have I ſaid, 

That thou wert not an honeſt man in trade! 
Whether from principle or jail diſmay 
_ Springs thy morality, we date not ſay ; 
Since jails, thoſe iron agents of the law, 
Keep many a graceleſs rogue in pious awe. 
Yet, ſon of ink, devoutly let us hope h 
Thou lov'ſt a virtue more than dread'ſt a rope ; ; 
Nay, to thy honour let me this declare, 
To make the rigid ſons of conſcience ſtare, 
That when thou money lendeſt, ſuch thy purity, 
Deteſting bad, thou ſeekeſt good ſecurity. 
Inclin'd for ever, Join, to take thy part, 
Thus have I pour'd the dictates of my heart: 
« If *midſt a vulgar maſs his ſtars unkind 
« Have plac'd moſt 'niggardly a pigmy mind, 
4 *Tis not Jon's fault—Jonn ſhould not bluſh for - 
% ſhame; 


« His parſimonious planets a are to cad 1 


TP, JOHN NICHOLS. - 7 113 


What though i in Wisponm's crueible his as 
„Prove that it dealeth leſs. in gold than lead: 
« Unſkill'd on claſſic ground to cut a caper,' 
e Yet knoweth Joan. the price of print and paper: ; 
« His nige diſcerning knowledge none deny, 
«. On crown, imperial, fool's-cap, and demy. 
« On blanket, ſheepſkins, * urine, Joh can think ; | 
« Myſelf would take his ſentiments on ink; oy: 
« Myſelf would'take his ſentiments on lars: 
« On ſyllables, indeed, I'd aſk his betters. ; 
« The meaneft mortal let us not deride: © © 
« Lo! beaſts of burthen oft muſt be our guide; 
« Yes, through the dark and unknown track, of l 
«courſe, 
« I yield up all opinion to my horſe.” 3 g 
TzuTH, let fair TxUrEH for ever rule my rhymes! 4 
vm told this lady vifits thee ſometimes! ED 
How kind! how humble! thus the Gop of day 
Deigns to a mudpool to impart his ray! 8 
Amidſt the paſſions roar, a clam'rous hoſt, 
Oft is the gentle voice of Rzazon m_ 
How try'ſt thou, butcher-like, to carve my work,. | 
And treat each fweet-ſouPd ſtanza, like a Turk! 
From ſuch fad readers Heav'n the Muſe protect, 
Proud to find fault, and raptur'd with defect 
Yet, though thou froton t on PRT EROS every line, 
Behold the diff rence, Joax ! he ſmiles on thine. | 
Say not I hate each man of verſe and proſe; © 
I rey'rence genius, Jonx, where er it grows: 
Whene'er it beams through Ionorzance's night, 
I mark the * with as * U 
Vor. II. "7 2-28 + 


* Neceſſary for making Priaters ball. 
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As looks the Pligritm on Baſſora's tou i, 
Her ſtreams, ambtofial Hoems, ape bowre; 
Who, long deny'd of Herz's ſweet wy pop es); 
Had Ggh'd amidſt the folitay waſte. ,. 


Blame not the Bard, thou man of ket} pride, 
Who, taking not Dame Pa ubinck for thy guide, 
Didſt ſtone the poet's manſion like an ass. 
Forgetting that thy own was made of glaſs. 
Know, Joan, that: paſſion maketh man a . 
Know this, and bid thy condu@ copy mine. 
When deeming me a, Saracen in heart, 
Why, ſimple Joux, attempt my road to bat | 
Amidſt thy. walks, ſhould bullies meet. thine 78 
Compos dly. let thoſe bullies. paſs thee, by: '. 
Io buſtling brayges, for my eaſe and ts, 
I. give the wall, and tinting turn aide. 
Thus, if a rock or log the ſtream oppoſe, 
That ſweetly lambent from its fountain flows, .. 
No foamy turbulenee the rills betray, 
But, eaſy yielding, wind in peace away. 

My hate of courtiers, how thine anger drew! 
1 own I loathe St. James's ſervile crew: 
Where'er the ſmiles of royalty are found, 
The lazy clan of courtiers crouch around. 
Thus, on the country towns when Phœbus ſhines, : 
Amidſt the radiance ey'ry cur recline s 
And lo! neglectful of the mice and rats, 
Each ſtreet preſents us with a line of cats. 


Trach needs not, Jonn; the eloquence of balls, 
Not more ſo thats decent ſoit of clothes s 216910] 
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10 JonN' Wietrbrl. . . 


Retebes of broad gold lace th” expenſive glare, 
That makes the linſey-woolſy million dae 5 | 


Beſides; à proverb; fufted to my with,” © wy 
Declares that fwenrinig never EY a 
'Tis vulgar 1 have ſaid it o'er and vet ; 7 
Then keep thy temper, mam, ahd ſwear no öde. 
Struck, nay, half. petriſied, that Bax xs ſhould dare, 
Indecent fellow! raviſh NewToN'*s chair; 

Mock ſuch as WispoM's ſacred, mines explore, 

And kick the Arts and Sciences to door; 

Making (methinks a monſtrous improppiety) 

A fly-club of a, great and fam'd Society: 

The Muſe, with virtuous. indighation lung... Du A 
In rhyme's ſtrong chains the. brazen culprit bs, , 
When, with the fury of a thouſand aal 
Howl'd the wild tempeſt of thy verſe and proſe! 
Shock d that an idle goſſip, Madam 9 

And he, + a feather, Guus in thy ſcale, 

High panting for the, echo of a Aron da 
Should meanly erucify poor JonNνhEe me; 

I own I glow'd with more than mortal ire, x 
And fix'd to SaTiR®'s ſcourge my ſharpeſt wire; 40 
When lo! the poet's viſage to begrim e, 
Forth ruſh'd thy muddy fluice of proſe: and rhyme: 
For this, againſt my will, indeed with ma Pan 
I ſhow'd a grinning land thy aſs's ears. Fort — 


Fir'd. that the Muſe fould durfugly W | 
How ſtars have deanbꝰd upon the 812/42 en, — 
Juſt like their heav'nly couſins all fo bright, 
O'er the dark mantle of old mother Nrürtf; 


A Should: 
| * Now Madam Piozzi, f Mr. James Boſwell. 


% 


. BENEVOLENT. rA 
Should hint (by FoxTuyz's: wild vagaries plac'd), » 
That Crowns. may feel themlelyes.at times diſgrac d; 
To take a King's and courtiers part ſo, prone;...* 
Full at my forehead didſt thou flingithe ſtone; 
But thanks to Phoebus, who ſecur'd en 


No David thou, to bring Goliah Gown... ant; 
Griev'd that * amditious „ber 2 aner do 
praiſe, e 1 
Whoſe name Aiffſcs laſtre d'er her lays; © eng 1 
A Pxince Whoſe only fault is want of art, gow * 
Whoſe horrid vice, benevolence of heart; 
Which little abje& ſouls profufion call, 2 2 


| : 
% 
- 
2 
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And o'er each action vainly Tpit their gan: 
Griev'd that the Muſe attack d with ſcorn a _ 
Unlucky form*d on NAr x's hungry plan; 2 3 pl 
Who, lord of millions, trembles for his ſtore, | 
And fears to give & farthing to the poor; | 
Proclaims that penury will be his fate, 

And, ſcowling, looks on charity with hate ; 
Whoſe matchleſs avarice is meat and drink, 1 
That dreads to ſpill a'ſingle drop of ink; IS 
Oh each ſuperfluous letter vents a figh, | 8 nh ” | 
And faves the Hitle dot upon an:; 1 
Happy een Nature's tendereſt ties to niche "0 
And wilely roh an offspring of his right: 
Forth ruſh'd thy 'venom—harmleſs, too, it flow . 
For man defies the poiſon of a toad 
Vex'd: that the Muſe. (4s if ſhe utter'd treaſon} . 
e toil, to 19 259 ſuch folly. under 1). 
Loud from thy head's dark 1 8 L felt thy ante 
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770 jou" nienors.” 117 
When; mad t'induce the world to deem thee wiſe, 
Thou ſtar*dſt through ſpectacles With > argu choke 1 
Say, did I ery, th” impoſtor to expoſe, 

« See Jonx's whole ſtock of wiſdom on tits noſe ! * 
Cat-like, becauſe the world my lyrics read, ; 2 
Thine envy claw'd the laurel on my head; 
Yet claw'd I not again, with cat-like ſpleen, _ 
The drooping leaves of thy fad Magazine 
Touch'd not thy traſh, nor HayLerv's tinſel ſtuff; 
Nor freſh, ſtale, new antiquities of Goycn : * 2 
Indeed I'm tender-conſcienc'd on that ſcore, 
And learn to look with pity on the more : 
No Mohawk I, in ſcenes of horror bred, © - 

I ſcorn to ſcalp the dying or the dead; © 
Vet well thou knoweſt that, with trifling toil, ' 

On SaTIrE's gridir'n I could bid thee broil— - 
Turn tuneful butcher, cut. thee into quarters, 
And give thee, JoHn, for one of FoL,y' 8 martyrs. 
I ſee thy vanity in all ifs fulneſs ; 2 
The turbot, ven ſon of aſpiring dulneſs!_ | 
And let me, O rare  epicure, Temark, . | 
That thou haſt got a gullet like A . GT 
Myſelf as merciful as man can be, 8 3 | 2 x, 
I grieve to find that mercy not in he. 
Behold, amidſt their ſhort'ning, panting TOS 
Poor fouls! the dying dread thee more than death : 
Oh! fave us from Jon Nicnors!” is the 21 
Let not that death- hunter know where we lie; 

“ What in delirium from our lips may fall, 

* Oh! hide—our x letters, burn them, burn them all! 


* 4 « Oh! 


B 4 maker of cha and one of Sir ar Banks's 
copper-farthing ra and cn 10 and toaſt men. 
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4 Oh Jet nat from dhe bod our ghoſt complain 
O Jeſu! we ſhall ſoon be up again; of 
“ Condemn'd, alas! to gxin with griſſy — 
4 Like felons firſt in _Newgate-ballads ſung. 
© Then (giv'n to Ira) on-Haunſlow hupg?* 

| Know, when thou tock'ſt of arch 1 chair, 
. My eyes expanded only to ſtare: 5 
Softly, indeed, unto myſelf, Lagbd, 1 
„ Joungon, * thy place is d--nably bes 
“ Not that I think this idol of the million, — 
Longinus, Ariſtotle, or Quiatilian'; - 
Who gives (againſt ſound taſte ſo 9-19 68) - 
% A-pyramid's. importance to a pin 
“On gv'ry theme, alike his pompous art; 
= The general conflaagration * 4 foe, . 2 N 1 47 


When into Fans” s fair dome, t jnſult her throne, 
So free, as if the honſe had been thy own, 
Thou dar'dſt to ſhoye a vile conundrum crew, 
Fellows whom Phœbus nor the Muſes knew ; ; 7 

Speak, did I tell the Nation with niy pen, 
How Fanz in anger kick d them out agen; 5 
Threw at their heads the lumber of their brains, 
And call'd thee a pert puppy for thy pains? _ 
On ſuch merk d impudence did 1 harangve, 
And give to public ſcorp the pigmy gang? 
Short are the hours that ſmuggled praiſe can n laſt, 
* echo, a 4 mexetricious blaſt; 
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A ſudden 


| » * The late De. Jobaſon 1 this Magazine: a poſt 
of honour and * age pant Ws _— 


” 


1 


A ſudden guſt that bids old ruins ſtare, 
And, howling, Whirls a feather. through th a. 
FLA T' Rx, a little ſiy deceiving A 
With ſmile zefiſtleſs, and à front of braſs, - 
Shall reign, perchance, the idol of a day; | 
Then, like a batter' d harridan, decay; 2 
Whilſt T zvTH,. unfading, lifts the bead cabins; 
And dares the formidable rage of Tins. Saks - 
Thou dragon of th' Heſperian fruit, call/d praiſe, 
Whoſe leather · ſtretching conſcience intereſt ſways; 
Shame, that, through ſordid avarice and ſpleen, * 
None taſte, but ſuch as cram thy Magazine: . - 
Charm'd as a child whoſe doting eye regards 
Its imitation of Saint Paul's with cards; 
When, fir'd by Plutarch's venerable name, 
Whoſe genius rais d a pyramid to fame,. . | 
Thou gav'ſt of Bowvesx's life a goſlip's + "way 
And only rear dſt a dunghill to thy glory; 
I rail'd not at thine infant emulation 
Nor ſpread thy weakneſs, _ around the na- 
tion; | 
Nay, griev'd was l. as all the E MD mall 
That thou ſhouldſt write « dook * at would not 
fell. 
When, cortripl the pode N wilt od Jang, 
Thou EW bern diſcorde on 2 Mule's crowd ; 
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P Unforwiatcly for aps tags every n ak. 

_ liſhed bas been poſſeſſed of ſg much of the vir inertie as not to 
be able (to uſe the bookſeller's phraſe) to move of ; witngſs the 
Life of Old Bowyer, the guttings of old Magazines and Ladies“ 
Diaries, called Miſeellanies, the Progreſſes of Queen Elizabeth, 
editions of traſh of every — Re. % 


es + Wat i 


20 . | A BENEVOLENT EPISTLE 


What: though I ſtoppꝰd my ears with Ubqniyp-þ4 
I mourn'd the labour of thy tuneleſs hours. - 
Oft have I whiſper'd to myſelf, Enough * 85 | 

« Of this moſt tireſome-fellow's-monthly ſtuff: 

« A magazine! a pedlar's, huckſter's ſhop, + - 
„ That harbours bruſh, and cabbage-net, and mop, 
Fan, 3 2 * ; 


We 


& Pina; 77 rng 3 bene Ab, 
* Stale loaves, 1 nails, and dane 
ö . fk . . 18 
Yet bade I not the 0 its in pe propane, 
To meet thy. miſerable monthly ware 
Nay, man, I've prais'd. thee—for abide, tad, 
Lo! in.his-cumbrous magazine diſplay'd + 
Once in a year a verſe to raiſe our wander, 
mn \ WEED pores that n may le a tacky b blun- 
der: 
* How like 1 Mary e on hols fide 
* A daiſy ſtarts in ſolitary pride!” 
Lo! from ebriety their ſons to ſave, 8458 
The Greeks oft ſhow'd the lads a drunken Live 1 
J thus might thee, O gingling Johx, diſplay, 
A ſad example in the rhyming way 
For printers and their demons to avoid, 
Whoſe labours might more wiſely be uva d; 3 
But Pity ſweetly whiſpers in my ear, 
_* Expoſe not childhood that deferves a tear 5 
4 Set not the roaring lion „ 
80 Nor call WY thunder to "opt a gt = 
95 7755 1 "When 


% 
+6 * 


i 1 
13 


0 t 
ben wad — have I faid, - 
« What imp could put it in the Printer's N 
„ Oh! may the fates the eee 
6; For titles cannot dignify # fool?” ae 
Complain not that I've wrong' d thy reputation, 
By calling thee tlie lig in the nation; 
No, John, be comforted it cannot be; 
I chink I know a few that equal the. 
Swear, ſwear not that I've ſaid, to wound thy fame, 
That hirelings wrote each work which bears thy name, 
How falſe! I know thou wroteſt many a line; 
Lo! all the blunders of the books are thine. 
A literary jackdaw thou, good wot! 
Yet by that thieviſh name I call'd thee not: 
A carrion erow that lives upon the dead; 
Vet hawk-like pounc'd I not upon thy head: 
A daring coiner; lo! I let thee paſs, FR 


Nor once impeach'd thy literary braſs! _. 
Speak—when, enamour'd of thy monthly haſh, 
Thou elapp'dſt another fixpence on thy traſh, 
Once didſt thou hear me in a paſſion roar, 
«© Was ever impudence like this before 
Inſtead of making in th' affair a fuss, 
In mild * 1 r * N 
„Ho- 


ys John's i to be a 13 man _ violent 

for a long time; great were the pains uſed, manifold were the 

contrivances employed, and prodigious was the intereſt made 

for the obtention of this honour.—A. vacancy happening in Far- 
ringdon Ward, John's more lucky genius prevuiled, and his 

| wiſhes were gratified; thus is he in the way of being what I 

| have in an ode propheſied of Mr. Auctioneer Skinner, Ih 
If things go fair, | 


« Proud 1 wur 5 


 Pleas'd:thro' the world to ſpread his own renown, 
Wich calm contempt be looks on others don; 


© Thrice-envied Being; whom no tongue a row | 
en Pz1pe's impenetrable armour bound! 


„ Oer hyman, imbecillity. who-groan, .- 
1 And. ligh to think how Little s to be known 


_  Aop's dull brute !*-—a bumpkin midſt q court: 


Where, in the board's black hole, (ſuperb deg ! 


A monſtrous maſtiff, after dinner brought, 
And yields his back of ſhag to wipe their 8 


| Form'd ts thy tate, dev thy wit, 


142 — EPISTLE 


6 How bleſt the roh he thinks he all things knows! 
< With joy he wakes, with joy his eyelids cloſe; 


© 


<< Self. and his own dear works th' carpal themes 
His daily idol, and his nightly dream; 


6 oe Fe ant Fa ot w» fd 


How much in happineſs beyond the Wisz, E 85 
See e eee e | 


Oh, do not to the Muſes hill reſort, _ : 


With brother. council crack the.clumſy joke, 
Midſt beer and brandy, bread and cheeſe, and {moke; 
Deſcend/the ladder to the clouds beer, bt 4 
Where ordinary men of twopence go; 
Where vagrant knives and forks are bound i in \ chains, 
And never tablecloth. is ſpoil'd by ſtains z - 


Pepper and falt in matrimony join; 
And ir another hole, with frown and ſmile, 


Much too like marriage, vinegar and oil 
Where for a towel (economic thought !) 


Complacent waits on Gentlemen's commands,” 
Such is the ſcene where thou ſhouldſt ever fit, 


'* The fabl a the Genthama, the Ab, — the Lapdog 


J 


_ 


10 don biene. 


Deal not in 0 ; often have I ſaid | 
*Twill prove a moſt unprofitable trade: | ; 
Talk not of PaiyTme;: for thou: knov'# ba not; 
Such coy acquaintance will not boil thy pet: 
Nor make ſtrong love to Mus1c ; *tis a Dame 
Who ſmiles not on the ſouls of earth; but flame. 
| Puſh not thy brain to thouglit - thou canſt not think: 
From metaphyſics ſhould thy genius ſhrink! 
o thee: ſuperior, ſep the Gοmes miles” 
Behold eternal miſt her beayties mrud, 
And 'tis not thy weak eye can piexes the cloud. 
Curs'd with the common furor of inditing, 
Yet if thy head poſſeſs the mange of wejting 2 
Go with biography and che My rage, 
Pen lives that cannot well dilgrace chr page; 
Deſcribe whom ev'ry nobler virtue curſes, 


A Pair who mump, with millions in their pure. 
If loftier ſubjefts thy ambition call, 
Go ar e zun gre of eee 


Wa 
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 AvTrons5rs, "ond the BLVE-sToCxino CLUB. 
$3.29 0 | | * 
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ESR 7. APOLLO. 


Chg ne ee! in N God knows! 
There's not a poet but would ſtop my note; 
With ſuch 3 World of ſpite their venom flows, © 

With ſuek good-will the knayes would” cut. * 

a rer Oe? we | 


«1% Chagy 15 5 4 | n 


Let bar haue L offended, ee = 8 
JI 0 get ſo. much ill-blood, ſuch curſing 6d. + 
Is it becauſe my more ambitious laß, 

Diſdains to viſit {runk-makers and cooks? 2 | 


| With theirs to viſit cen and the men 
Who fortune; in that weed tobacco, ſee; 
| From thence come deeply laden back agen, 


With fugar, pigtail, pepper, and rappee ? 


The man of words, of ſtilt-ſupported e 1 
The gliſt'ring HavLey ſcorns whate'er I write; N 

This Will-o'wiſp of verſe diſdains my lays ; 
Tales, Odes, nor Loufiads, yield the leaſt delight! 


80 lofty, yet in ware ſo humbly dealing | 

So claſſically taſteleſs ! big with nought ! 
So tender, yet ſo deſtitute of feeling ! 

So ſentimental too, without a thought! 


” 


Thee 


| 10 1088, longs... le. 5 

I ſee the band of Brin -STOCKINGS: 9" | | 
Hiſtoric, critic, and poetic dames ! nnn 2 

This lifts. her palm, and that her, mary'lling eyes, 
And ſqueaks, 62 ee ſtuff . = the 


flames; $a 2 


“Such is the way bb 8 Wald 8e come to lb — 
ITbus rail thoſe dames of claſſic erudition; 
Thus, leagu d with Wrr, unmerciful they bite 
"Thy fav'rite, Bazp, O Pnoꝝnvs, and Phyſician ! k 


3 


And now bihbar:s Goren W e e 1 tut) 
In cold -contempt;ſhall-poor-Prozz1 fight? | 

„% Miss Hannan Mon into oblivion fall? 
Dear Misrazss MonNTAGUE desen: 


* Thoſe rich Corinthian pillars « of our club, 
« Sink to the ground ſo vile, with duſt beſpread ; F- 
“ Whilſt hz, of motley poetry the ScruB, * | 2 
Erects, Coloſſus- Ike, his brazen. -cuperah Vo 


« Oh! let the ſcullion uſe his vayad book” 
*< Inſtead of diſhclouts, when her hands ſhe wipes! 
“ Oh! let the kindled leaves aſſiſt the cook, 
bs And of old waſherwomen light the bene 


Thus in my Suden they agree, | 
The mighty cloud-capp d PETTICOATED wisk;z - 

Whillt pleas'd (as conſcious of the juſt decree) 

In proud diſdain their ſnuff.clad noſes riſe ! 


The 


6 


* The Poet here moſt fancifully alludeth to Mr. Scxvs, 
the ſervant of all work, in  Farquhar's 8 of the Shins 
Sera 
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| The Mis u f Mh „ bel o63, 20h 
Say my rude genius wanits this" genui genui ne fte; Ts 

Bald half my rhymes, eee 
Tut beats would better touch rar or 


The riddle and conundrum mongers cry, 
<<" Pihitw/! 48 His Ly ties, r e en 

„ eee If A n 1 
His fetength in folds diariun aates ks ay? 
* 80% would the Almanac record his falk! 


Thus with dredd ubüre my enemies excldim ! 
Thus am IAH de to gulp the bitter pill! 

Themſelves, ir traders of the: — they 

-»KamS3izioH 47 0 4 5 TE A * 


But me a ſuggun on thy | ow, hill! THERE 


| God, of us Lyrics,; ſhall 1 rouge my e e 
'Confound. the gang, and vindicate my hy 5/7 
Or calmly leave them to devouring Tus, 
Who en on err og . every oy: 4 
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A diſcontent, e e 88 n 
enlightened members of the Rorat Socivr, on account of Sir 
Joszen's non- comunication of wiſdom to the Royal Jour- 
nals, ſpurred the Knight on at laſt (without the help Fr. 
Balaam's Angel) to open his mouth.—He told an intimate 

friend that he had mide mide a"diſeorery that would aftonilk the © 
World, enrich the Journals, and render Mimfelf immôrtal - 
with the moſt importam eovfidenee andphiloſophic folemnity, | 
he affiemecd thay he was upon the very eve of proving what! had 
never entered into the ſoul of man, viz./ that. Fleas. were 
Lobfters—that Jo Daranden was ordefed to colle& © 
fifteen hundred Fleas, and boil them; whichpyt they changed | 

| to the fine crimſon of the Lobſter, would.put the identity of 
the ſpecies beyond the pollibility of doubt, At length the beds 
of the N were ranſacked by his Flea-crimp, honeſt 
Jonas —fifteen hundred of the hopping inhabitants were 
caught, and paſſed the freadfulordeal of boiling water; 
with what ſueceſs, O genſle Reider; the Ode will inform tho. 


SIR JOSEPH. BANKS, 
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I be the man Wat 6550 coke 
The I of all ſorts of knowledge, 3 
Tie emporium, as we claſſic peaple ſay: F 
Nay, he upon ſocieties who thought, W 
To learning's ſtock a deal of treaſure brought, 
Dragging Wee ſo . to daʒj; 
4 Making 
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„ re 
Making the dame turn out her bag, 


1 
T6 uſe a Emile a Nitle rouge. 
Stripping dame Na run to TH, very. bf apes; At. 
Or, to be- ſomewhat more in ſpeech d, 
Ry: dint of pow te of eye and mind. 4 


Of Somerſet“ the lofty Wale. 


| Though men, * Sir panes is not known, | 


| Well! 1 1 * Sir Pur ies, F . 


* — Py —— — W 2 
S Kb wan 
; 
% 


And verily Queen Bee's à proper name ; 
N For, Reader, know it is a royal dame, n 


* 
- W 


Conceal'd beneath her inky cloak ; 


. n 2 IR _ "£5 
Examining the ſmalleſt Tag. . i W 


> ty. 


Blacken d by Tini $ moſt ſacred ſmoke "tk 35 ö | 


Enlight' ning what through darkneſs might . 4 
Embroid'ring 1 thus with filver ſpangles, MS 


The -mienclbz#forjetics recalls. AA is * e. 


} 14 


The hive where. fam'd Sir beau reigns een 
Bees i Fug 


Moſt F no RE torn Hoe} 

| Whoſe face, by floven Na ruxx's hard 1 
Seems form'd fair ladies pockets to alarm, 
Rather than ſteal fair ladies hearts by charm. 


o * 


And eke about the hivelike place, 
Where fam'd Sir JoszPH reigns Queen tha 


N 
1 
Who to her. ſubjects iſſueth e 50 aka 
5 — > a. b "7 
_—_ 


Sendeth her ſubjefts eaſt and weſt, = 
To pitch on flowers and weeds the beſt, | 
. {4 r * wh 
v dec rater e "ity; v7 | 


5 * me Raj Sohn hold the eting there. 
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10 JOHN NICHOLS. | 129 
And bring ſweet treaſure to the 85 3 
She keepeth, too, of gentlemen a band, 


To ſay ſoft things and flatter, kiſs her hand, 
Who eat the honey for ſuch deeds, and thrive. 


Sir JoszPH has his flatt'rers, too, in hand; 
Who ſay ſoft things—yea, very ſoft indeed, 

For which the gentle flatt'ring band 

Gain butter'd toaſt, ſweet FLArr RY's oily med 


A girl for novelty where'er it lies, 

In moſſes, fleas, or cockleſhells, or flies, 

Sir JoszPH ever ſeeks for ſomething new; 
Of this, whene'er he ſits, he gravely talks, 
Or whilſt he eats, or drinks, or runs, or walks, 
Amidſt his royal and attendant crew. 


ONE morning, at his houſe in Soho-Square, 5 
As, with a ſolemn, awe-inſpiring air, 

Amidſt ſome royal ſycophants he ſat ; 

Moſt manfully their maſticators uſing, - 

Moſt pleaſantly their greaſy mouths amuſing 
With coffee, butter'd toaſt, and birds-neſt chat ; 


In Jonas DxyYaAaNnDEx, the fay'rite, came, p 
Who manufaQures all Sir Joszen's fame— - 
What luck ?“ Sir Josxrn bawl'd lay, Jonas, . 
day.” 1 
« Vee boiFd juſt fifteen hundred, $i Janas whin'd ; 
«« The dev'l a one change colour could I find.” — 
Intelligence creating dire diſmay! | 


Then Joxas curs'd, with many a wicked wiſh, 
Then ſhow'd the ſtubborn fleas within the diſh. 
How!“ roar'd the preſident, and backward fell 
“ There goes, then, * hypotheſis to hell! — 
Vol. Il. 9s K - And 
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And now his head i in deep deſpair he ſhook ; 
Now clos'd his eyes; and now upon his. breaſt, 


He, mutt'ring, dropp'd his fable beard unbleſt ; 


Now rwirPd his thumbs, and groan wich piteou 
N56 


Dread ſat Aubert. Blaadan.: Planta, Wo oide, 
Whoſe jaw-bones in the mumbling trade peu 
Half open'd, gap'd, in ſudden Aupor loſt; 
Whilſt, from the mouth of ev'ry gaping man, 
In mazy rilf the cream-clad coffee ran, 
Supporting dainty bits of butter'd toaſt. 


Now gaining ſpeech, the paraſitic crowd . 
Leap'd up, and roar'd in uniſon aloud : 
% Heay'ns! what's the matter! dear Sir Joserr, 
cc pray ? p95 © 
Dumb to their. queſtions the GREAT Man fe 
| main'd : 
. The Knight, — aud Ans. nought vouchlaPa to 
tay. 
Again the Gentlemen their voices ſtrand: 
Sudden the PRESIDENT or FLIEs, ſo fad, 
Strides round the room, with difappointment mad, 
Whilſt ev'ry eye enlarg'd with wonder rolls; 
And now his head againſt the wainſcot leaning, 
* Since you muſt Dow, mot know (he ghd) the 
. 255 c meaning, 8 
« Fleas are not Aber, d- mn their f. — n 
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1 The auchor would not have 60 . cakes, the liberty 
of putting vulgariſms into the worthy Preſident's mouth, had he 


not previouſly known that Sir Joſeph was the moſt accompliſhed 
ſwearer of the Royal Society. af 
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NOW VERO ruILIINED 


beth SYLVANUS URBAN. 
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* - Sir, you lie !—I ſcorn your word, 
Or avy man's that wears a ſword. 
* ea you buff, who cares a t—d? 


_ Or who cares for foul Caren. 
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LrrrIE did I think that a man of my mild and 
peaceable* diſpoſition, that would not hurt a gat, 
ſhould be forced out to battle: but ſuch is the au- 
dacity of the times (O tempora, 6 mores ) 1 have. 
ventured forth to attack this Goliah of Ode and Im- 
pudence; and 1 hope, with God's aſſiſtance, like 
little David, to cut off his head. I communicated 
with my good friend Mr. WILLIAA HavyLey, who 
is a conſtant communicant to my Gentleman's Maga- 
zine, both in verſe and proſe, that is to ſay, in rhyme 
and criticiſm ; whom I may rightly term one of the 
great pillars of my Gentleman's Magazine, which 
every Gentleman in the kingdom, I hope, reads; 
whichg ir he doth not read, I hope he will read, as 
it is not only the greateſt favourite with our Moſt 
Gracious Sovereign, Who is the greateſt Monarch 
upon earth, but alſo with his Nobles, who are men 
of judgment and learning; alſo with foreign parts, 
9 3 F who 
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hall if I may y 4 =" fy to rely: the Ok of 
my monthly Publication (for indeed I muſt own! 


have a great itch for poetty), I will do it in 1 
1 probe diſtich: 


"wo a. ard nate CES 7 ores 3 


And, what's ſtill better too for Jonx, it /elts. 
| Se e 


SS Ca” — 2 — 


I aſked Mr. HAYEEY, paying him the compliment 
firſt, if he would be the champion to encounter this 
great Mr. Perzs PMW AR. To this, Mr. Havlar 
replied, after ſome heſitation, and pondering, and 
blowing his noſe in his handkerchief, that he did not 
much admire'a publie exhibition; that it would wear 
the afpeE& of a bruiliig-mateh, too much like a Tet-to 
of Johnſon and Big Ben ; but added that I might do 

it, if thought proper. But,“ fays my good Friend, 
I will privately attack him, under a fictitious fig- 
nature; which he did indeed, and gave the auda- 
cious fellow many a g60& thump in verſe and proſe: 
but this was only ſmall-ſhot, with deference to Mr. 
HALLETH; 5 Ms 4 _— was reſerved for, wh 
Rn” BR | 

Kind Reader; wilt thou petmit me to Ame. 
thing of myſelf, in ſimplicity and candour, before I 
go to work with this Caliban? When I firſt took the 
chair of criticiſm; 1 own that I trembled ; for I am 

not A to confeſs, that. ſo great was my igno - 

PA rannte, 
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Wance, chat wh 2 correſpondent ſent me an account | 
r an ancient coin, 1 did not know a a ſyllable about it 
either the meaning of reverſe, exergue, or ſais: | 
= now, thank God, I know every thing apper- 
0 aining to amen, if 1 may be indulged with a 
atin expreſlic on. Indeed the legends uſed to perplex A 
e much, in as much as I expoſed myſelf greatly ; ; 
or I am not aſhamed to confeſs my ignorance. I 
hought that AUG. upon a Roman medal, meant the 
month in which it was ſtruck off; and therefore 1 
deemed it Auguſt: and G. P. R. which I now know 
0 be Genio Populi Romani, I verily thought to be 
coin ſtruck by one George Peter Richardfon. 
The figures of Romulus and Remus ſucking a e- 
wolf, I took to be two children milking a cow. 
D. M., for Diis Manibus, I took to be David Martin, 
or Daniel Muſgrove. The hatf-word HEL, figni- 
tying Heliopolis, I imagined to be no other than the 
Houſe of Satan. JAN. CLU. that is to fay, Janum 
clufit, I took to be the name of a man, LUD. 
SAC. F. I verily thought to be downright filthy, 
and bihſhed for the Romans: but, lo, 1 afterwards 
diſcoveged lit to be Ludos ſeculares fecit. COS. 1 
thought to be Cos Lettyces, which only meaneth 
Conſul ; M. F, Mr. Ford, which meaneth Marci 
Filius, N. C. (wouldſt thou think it, Reader 7) 
1 tranſlated Nincompoop; I when, lo! it meaneth 
Nebiliff mus * of k. which Ggnificth Pater 
; . 2 Patria, 


, 
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Patrie, 1 thought talght mean Peter Pawnee,” or 
Philip Pumpkin. R. P. I alſo thought might mean 
Robert Penruddock, or Ralph Pigwiggin, or any 

other name beginning with thoſe initials: : but, lo, 

its true meaning 1 find to be Republica, fignifying, 
in Engliſh, the Republic. Thus it will appear that 
1 am not aſhamed to confeſs my error, which this 
n of mitſe dareth re 


| TRIB. | POT. "which only meaneth 7 ribunitia Po- 
teſtate, I actually imagined meant a tribe of Potatoes, 
and that the coin was ſtruck on account of a plenti- 
ful year of that fruit. S. P. Q. R. which meaneth 
only Senatus Pepuluſque Romani, unwiſely, yet fun- 
nily, did I make opt to be Sam Paddon, a Queer 
? Rogue; for as much as I was informed that-the 
Romans ſtruck coins on every trifling occaſion. 
sci. AS. which fignifieth no more than Scipic 
Africanus, 1 I read literally Skip Aſs ; but for win 
I om not os {; :—ſych wa my ee ' 


1 were the indians x upon me — & 8 for 
pigs noſes were ſent me for noſe-jewels worn by the 
Roman Ladies; 2 piece of oxycroceum, juſt made 
in a druggiſt's-ſhop, for the pitch that ſurrounded the 
body of Julius Czſar ; a large brown jordan, for a 
lacfymatory; a broken old'black ſugar-baſon, for 
druid urn; a piece of a watchman' s old lantern, for 


5 a Roman 
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a Roman lamp. The wig of the famous Boerhave 
was alſo ſent me as a curioſity; the roguery .of which ö 
I did not diſcover till an engraving of the wig was 
nearly finiſhed, coſting me upwards of thirty ſhil- 
5 lings: —for, lo! Reader, this great man never wore 4 
a wig in his life. —In my Obituary, too, I made great 
miſtakes, from impoſition ;. as 1 gave the deaths of 
many that were not dead, and others that never | 
exiſted. Sometimes the wickedneſs of correſpondents 
were ſuch, that I have perpetuated the death of bull- 
dogs, greyhounds, maſtiſſs, horſes, hogs, &c. in my 
Obituary, under an idea that they were people of con- 
ſequence. Indeed I have not ſtuck to the letter of 
my afſertion at the head of my Obituary, chat declares 
it to be a record of conſiderable perſons; for as much 
as I have ſometimes put a ſeayenger over a Member 
of Parliament, a pig- -driver over a Biſhop, a lamp- 
lighter over an Alderman, and a chimney.ſweeper 
over a Duke: but as I was deſired by the friends of 
" . the deceaſed to do it, (for who is not ambitious ?) and 
as I was paid for it too, (and who can withſtand 2 
fee 2). 1 have in ſome. little meaſure diſgraced my 
6 Jos, and forfeited my word. —My preſent anti- 
quarian knowled ge, gratitude maketh me confeſs that 
I owe it all to Mr. R. Govon, of Enfield, who 
| ſome years ago was alſo. an ignorant and illiterate 
gentleman, like myſelf,—but, by hard ſtudy, hath . 
| attained to his . perfection, as may be ſeen in 
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the purpoſe. Nor muſt I omit the zeal of my friend | 


= = 5 
- - % 2 2 — - 
9 - o we CENT R — > PR . = by by * 
_ £4 wr vw, TS... HB - — _ — - _ * T * — * 
. = \ 2 4 Fo — —2 3 8 * — * ad = i 
My 2 xs : 8 F. 4 * 4 _—_— — * * PX * Y * + - 
5 a, . * * * _ r 82 224 
4 ** 2 — + 4 = 0 —— —_ 
< * — - — — — — — - 
= * — 2 * wy — — — — 
— 
— -- — — 
— 
2 * as 
"- 
: 


3 
— —— 

or - 4 & l —_ A 2 © 
——3ů — ES. — = 


. - * 
— —-— nh 6 
— —— — — — — —_—_—_— * 


> 


1 nN ron AN OLIVER. 


our. Topographia' Britannica, which is not, as that 


areh-enemy PETER Pixpax hath aſſerted it to be, the 
idle production of a couple of fellows that want to 
make a fortune by a hiſtory. of cobwalls, old. cham- | 


berpots, and ruſty nails. My friend Mr, Gquon's. 
zeal for the promotion of antiquarian knowledge can- 
not be better proved than by his running the riſk of 
being well troupced, for borrowing one of KI 
EDwanp's fingers, as he lay expoſed a few years 
ſince, in Welkminſter-abbey 5. which finger my friend 
gently flipped into his pocket ; but, unfortunately, 


he was perceiyed by the Biſhop of Rocheſter, who, 


to the diſgrace of the antiquarian ſcience, ordered 
poor. Mr. Gougn to be ſearched, and to reſtore the 
treaſute. Had it not Been for this impeftinent and 


hawk. eyed attention of the Biſhop, Sir Joszyn 
AYLOFFE, and other antiquarians prefent at the 
opening of the Monarch's coffin,—ſuch was the 


intrepidity of my antiquarian friend Goucn, that he 


finger, as he had on a large watchman's coat -for 


Sir JosxyH Banks on tue occaſion ; ho, on bear- 


ing what was going on, and ſuſpecting that King 


Edward might have been lodged in pickle, galloped 
off with a gallon jug, in a hackney-coach, in order 


to fil it with the precious r as a ſauce for his 


e ? * future 


. would have attempted the head, inſtead of a pitiful * 
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future Attic: entertainments in — but 
OE, no ee 


* 


a + 


I confeſs a e * * 
Obitmryabd eee which was really printed off 
(but cancelled) before IL was! informed, by a friend, 
of the fallaey to wit: On Sunday night laſt, died 
Mrs. M ARGERY MouUsER,' a widowelady, beloved: 
« in life, and lamented: in death; the was the only 
daughter of Ron GRAIN, Eſq. of Ratley. 
—]gnorant, indeed, was I that it was an impoſition; 
for, gentle Reader, it way à dead cat Many a goad 
cuſtomer have I gained by my Obituary, who liked 
to ſee themſelves dead in my Magazine—1 mean 
their relatioꝶ liked to ſee their deaths difptayed in a ; 
work of ſo much reſpectability as mine. But enough 
of myſelf ; and now for Maſter PETER. 


In the fullneſs of my paſſion, Lat firſt ſet me 
down, and ſaid to myſelf, Facit indignatio verſus— 
when, behold! in leſs than two hours I knocked off 
the following Poem. Some time after, however, 
after a deal of deep thought on the ſubject, it ſtruck 
me that I might fight this Poet PRT ER againſt him- 
ſelf; make him, like ſome game - cocks, cut his own 
throat with his own ſpurs. Aecordingly I ſet about 
it, and colleQted, from eyery quarter, his manuſcript 
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wall, others in Devon, others in the Weſt-Indies, 


Orroks, who was ſent for by the Governor of 


ing him no mercy by this publication, as he is the 
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others in Bath, others in London; as alſo ſome of his 
Letters, particularly thoſe to the Kine of the Mos- 


Jamaica, ſoon after that Gentleman arrived at his 
government. I have alſo collected ſome of his 
Obſervations, and Sayings, and Speeches : —1 may 
verily fay, Obſervations on men and manners, with- 
out any manners at all; or, in plainer phraſe, much 
ill manners. RRTER muſt not complain of my ſhow- 
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O SON of wicked Satan, wh a 8 
Fot as his hell, and blacker than his coal! ; 
Thou falſe, thou foul-mouth*d cenſurer of the times, 
I do not care three ſtraws for all thy rhymes. 
Thy wit is blunter than old worn - out ſheers : 
I'll make a riddle with thee for thy ears; 1 5 
Write any ſort of verſe, thou bluſt'ring blade! * 
2” Egad! Ill fay, like Kzcxsy, © Who's afraid?” — 
Thank God, I've talk'd to greater folks than thee: 
In that I will not yield to any HE; 

No,” not to any HE eee 
Again PI1 ſay, ie Krcksv, Who's afraid?” — 
Thank God, whene'er I with like Kings to fare, 

I go, unaſk'd,; and dine with my Lord Mayr. 
But thou, who aſks thee, varlet! to their houſes? 
Fear'd by the huſbands, dreaded by the ſpouſes. 
May God Almighty hear what now I ſpeak !— 

Some Aldermen would gladly break thy neck. 
Thou 
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W N 4 


Thou tell'ſt us thou haſt ſtruck thy lyre to Kings 
Yes, faith, and ſounded very pretty things. 
Thou blockhead, rhα pretend to think thy rhymes 
Shall live to ſee the days of after- time 
Fool, to pretend on ſubjetts great to ſnine, 
Or e' en to Printers Dev'ls to tune the line! 
Sir, let me humbly beg you to be civil 

Thou know'ſt not that I was a Printer's Dev'l: 
So, Sir, your fatire wants the pow? r to drub, 

In thus comparing NicnoLs to a grub. 

Wbate'er thou ſay'ſt, I'm not of vengeance full, 
Nor did I ever bellow like a bull: 

And grant I am à bull;-I-ſha'n*t ſuppoſe 

A cut like thee can nail me by the noſe. 

Thou lieſt when thou. ſayeſt, like-a top, 

With anger rais'd, I ſpinn'd about myaſhop 84 
Nor did I ever, .madden'd by thy ſtripes, 

Thou prince of liars, kick about my types. 
Books have I Written; books I ſtill, will write, 
And give, I hope, to gentlefolks. delight: 
+ With charming print,. and copper-plates fo fine, 
Whoſe magazine goes off ſo well as mine? 
Who, pray, like me, the page ſo fond of filling? 
Wo gives more eurious matter for a ſhilling? 
England's firſt geniuſes L keep in pay; W 
Much proſe I buy, and many a poet's ay: 5 
The ſilK worm, HaxLax, ſpins me heaps of verſe; 5 
And Goven, antiquities excerding ſcarce: 
Great Horace Warten with ſxeet r 

will, | 

Sends.n me. choice ancodotes = From sure le ; 


N 1 Mils 


Fd 


— 7. 
2» * 


rr 


"I 


b_ 3X — 
— * — -_- 
$a 


— 
——. = Ad 


= 
® «= \ 
7 . 
» - 2 
— — 
= =_ - 21 — 
—__- - a 1 


A ROWLAND Fo AN OLIVER, 143 
Miſs SEwWARD, Miſtreſs YzArBE.ey; and Miſs KN | 
Of lines (dear women !) fend me many à ſcore. 
Theſe are the nymphs at whom this envy rails 
Fool | of their gowns not fit to Moldzthe tafls—-- 
Theſe are the men, of proſe and verſe the knight, __ 
With genius flaſhing, like the northern lights 
Theſe are the men whoſe works immortal ſhow | 
The man of literature from top to toe. . 
But thou'rt a wen—a blue, black, bloated tumour, 
Without one ſingle grain of wit or humour : 
Thy Muſe to all fo confequeatial R 
As if all Helicon were in her guts; 
A fiſh-drab—a poor, naſty, ragged thing, | 
Who never dipp'd her muzzle in the ſpring. 
Thou think'ſt thyſelf on Pegaſus ſo ſteady; | 
But, PETS, | thou art mounted on a Neddy : 
Or, in the London Pe Dey! nſhire-Mon- 

key, WS 
Thy Pegaſus is nothing but'a Donkey. „ 
I own, my vanity it well may raiſe, 
To find ſo many gaping for my praiſe; . | 
Who ſend ſuch flatt' ring things as ne'er were ſeen, 
* To get well varniſh'd in my Magazine: : 
Indeed I often do indulge the elves, 
And ſuffer wuthors to commend themſehues ; 
Wits of themſelves can write with happieſt ſpirit, 
And men are judges of their proper merit. 
Lumps have I giv'n them too of beef and pudding, 
That helps a hungry genius in its ſtudying; : 
And humming porter, when their Muſe was _— 
For this be glory unte God on high!. | 
And not to me, who did not make the pudding, 
Nor beef, aſſiſting genius in its ſtudying. 4 
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To authors, yes, I've giv'n both boil'd and roaſt,” 
And many a time a tankard with a toaſt— . 


But God forbid, i „ that I ſhould boaſt! . 


And halfpence 9 and ſixpenges, ecod ! 


But boaſt. avaunt the glory be to God | 


Fo Bards, good ſhoes and ftockings I have giv'n— 
But not to me the glory, but to Heav'n ! 


Yes, yes, I ſee how much it ſwells thy ſpleen, wy 
Pm head Maſter of the Magazine; 


_ Who let no author ſee the houſe of Famz, -. 
Before he gets a paſſport i in mn name. 
Art thou a Doctor? Yes, of thinning kill ; 


For thouſands have. been poiſon'd by thy pill. 
But let my ſoul-be.calm—it ſha'n't be ſaid 
1 fear thee, O thou Monſter !—** Who's afraid ?” 


What though I know ſmall Latin, and leſs. Gragh 


Good ſterling Engliſh I can write and ſpeak: 


| Yet thouſands, who preſume to be my betters, 


Can't ſpell their names, and ſcarcely know their let- 
ters. 


Belike, the curious w world would. hear W joy 


What trade I was deſign'd for, when a boy: 


« A barber or a taylor,” ſaid my mother— ö 


65 No,” cry d my father, © neither one nor t' other; 


<« A ſoldier, a rough ſoldier, Jonn ſhall wander, | 


& * Pull down the French, and fight like _ 


« DER. 


But unto letters was I —_ ſquinting, 


So aſk d my daddy's leave to ſtudy Printing; 
And got myſelf to uncle Bowvzx's ſhop, 
Where, when it pleas' d the Lord that he ſhould 
drop. 
* The 
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The trade d good - ulli of the ſhop was wine; 0 
Where, without vanity, 1 think 1 ſhine ; - bo 
And where, thank God, in Tpite'of dull is, 
I'm warm, and married, and can il my gooſe. 
And had I been to fwords and mitikets bred; * 
P'rhaps 1 had ſtin'd a Camsar, ora Swept 
Hadſt thou a ſoldier been, thou forty — | 
Thy rank had never roſe"above'a drummer. 
How dar*ſt thou ſay, tine WE ec 0ns WOT AL Hrons 
FTI 20 261 Zak 
(A Prinee rehown'd for modety it Synch) | 
Be Generaliflimo of all our forces, 
A jack-afs's old back, and not a horſe's, 2 
Should carry the Prince into the field; | 
Whoſe arm a broomſtiek, for à ſtaff, ſhould na, 
That very, very broomſtick which his N N 
Oft us'd to finiſh matrimonial ſtrife? N 
Why doſt not praiſe the yirtues of the , 977 
As great in ſoul, as noble in her mien, 
Whoſe virtues make the ſoul of Exvy fick, 
Strong as her ſnuff, and as het di monds thick f— 
But wherefore this to Pz7zz Go Tay? 7? 
Owls love the dark, and therefore Joath the day: 
The K as wiſe a man as man can be; My 
The Q.. .. ſo mild; who cannot kill a flea; 
Brave Gro sTxs's Highneſs, and his ſober wie, 
Who lead the ſofteſt, ſweeteſt, calmeſt lifez - 
Ricymony and Lx EDS, each Duke a firſt-rate ſtar, 
One fam d for politics, and one for war; 
The open Hawxss'zy, ſtranger to all gulle, 
Who nevet of a fixpenics * our 1 e 
Vor. . ug 


* i we 


— 


fie mae Wu tho! Joſeph: of the day, - 


Wut art thou bur a bug upon their back f. | 


Whenever at St. James's he is ſeen, 


[ 


| 5 5 — 0 — 


Who never with lewd wWonten wert uſtray; 

And many others; that I ſoon” could” mention, 

Are much oblig's, indeed, to thy intention! 
But where's the bak that now fork 4 Halt? 

Or ſvn, at tines that is not overcaſt? 

| Alas} c ge A hn gol act s 

5 May feel at times the 'bices of war rormin 
And when theu-dar'ft great Quatity attack, 


What harm, pray, ee eee 
. © - $0. good, and yet the fubjeft of thy fun'? 

Juſt in his ways to women and to men — 

Indeed he ſweats a little now and then. 

Behold! is brakes ine wah waer, 

His dinners are the wonder cf the nation! 

| Wi theſe — ant qully, 

Who praiſe, whete'er they go, his hoſpitality : 
un from the north and fouth, and welt and eaſt, 
Mien ſend him thell, and butterfly, and. beaſt. 
Sir WILTIAA n den ſends gods and s 
And, for his fealt, a ſow's moſt dainty dugs. 
And thai fuch ineb as thaz, not worth a groat, ©, 
Dare pick a hole in fach à great Man's coat? _ 


1s not he ſpoke to by the King and Queen? is; 
And don't the Londe at eoe abont him pireſs, | 
4 Tell him they come one day 60 n amd dine, 
\- Behold his ranities, and alle his wine? 

Such are the honows, t delight the foul; 
EE thy"longing” eygþails rainy an. fe! 
BP. LE > Seel 


1 
* 20 


= 
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Such are the honoury that his heart wylt flatier, = 
On which thy old. dag's-mauth, in win may vr. 
Whether in Pev'nſbirg-thoy haſt gov a W 
I value not three capers of a lou, . 
Whether in Cornwall thou a h hall gote | 
And, at elections only, bail& thy got; - "a 
Whether a Doctor, Devil, or a Friar, 6 
] know not- but I know thou art a lar. 
Whene'er I die, 1 hope that: wa nf ths, 
This honeſt epitaph upon my head: 
<« Here lies Jon's body; ee bo them 


<«< Brave, yet poſſeſs d of all the foſter feelings 3 

« Succeſsful with the Muſes in his dealings 3 
Mild, yet in virtue's cauſe as quick as tinder— . 
** Who never <ar'd one fig for PRYER NN DAR.“ 


0 aA 
P © as.” - 0 P 
4 
- . 


| Merc Nen Pans dn d e e of 
a no 
Wii | 


PETER'S APOLOGY. | 


Laos, 1 I keep e ee » dn 
L ſell to old and young, to man and mad: 
All cuſtomers muſt be oblig's ; 1d a0 |. 
Wiſhes more univerſally to pleaſe : 

I'd really era upon any — 

D es en, 
1 Ls” 1 


« In that fam'd -work, the Ge'mman's Magunine : + 


- 
1 
= * = 
: . . 
— * 
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ach, | 
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7 Wine (che devil * ſuch virtuous times 9* 
Faſtidious, pick a quarrel with my rhymes,” 
And beg TC only deal in love-fick fonnet— 
How ealy to bid others ceaſe to "feed! © 
On beauty I can quickly die indeed, 45% og, # . bi 
* But, walk me, can't Hive long upon 1. ka 


L _ * : i 
1 hy 8 Pas" *S% 0. + 


1 there i is not a deal of pues b 
in this Sonnet, Ido not know what purity. meaneth 
err Fa pet * anne _ many 


22 instead of a formal commentary on every cowps 
fitipn, I ſhall make ſhort work with them, by giv- 
ing them b e . in a few n as for 


Ot | Inpiln go, and CY 


\ y : . 


— « 7 l \s k * 
* 3 þ «* 
” i þ — 

” 

— — — 
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4 | | % 
- " 


? 


* 


0 The 3 of A, moſt excellent, ſet of Player 
from Kingſbridge,. in Devonſhire, with the aſylum 
_offered them by: the Author's Barn in an adjoit 
pariſh, is the foundation of the n Ode 


1 ** OW 4 1 2 


ob 1 My BARN. 


| phage ha _« ſolitude and. 1 
3 Mire, tuneful-owls, and. purring cats 
Who, whilſt-we mortals ſleep, the gloom at 
And. wiſh not for the ſun's all-lecing eye. 
Wur mouſing mylteriesto ſpyy ß 
+» 7 Bleſt, like ee amidſt the ſhade; 
= Weber 


TH 
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When PeRSECUTION,, with an iron hand,. 
Dar'd drive the moral-menders from. the land, 
Call'd Players friendly to the wand'ring crew, 
Thine eye with tears ſurvey'd. the mighty wrong, 
Thine open arms receiv'd the mournful throng 1 
Kings without ſhirts, and Queens 1 with halfa he, 


Alas! what dangers gloom'd of late around! 
Monarchs and Queens with halters ied & 


Duke, Dukeling, OP euere Mr o 


Jail! 
And, what the very Foul of Pry Woche 


The poor old LxAR was threaten'd with the 2 
CoRDELIA with the cart's unfeeling tail, 4 


way 


Still cheriſh ſuch rare royalty forlorn— © 
A Garkick in thy boſom may be born; x 
A S1DDONS too, of future fair renown: bs 
For Lovx is not a ſqueamiſn God, e 
As pleas'd to ſee his rites perform'd on hay, 
_As on the goole's ſoft and yielding down. ©: 5 | 


Ane came impudence, equi, and coneeit as 1 | 


the firſt Ode. 
4 4 : . 0 E F ” 2 
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10 ur DARK, , 


8 hs ae," 
When Thebes, in days of yote, Td kad, 
And nough the fry of the coop cold hinder; 
8 What's tres yet mar lbs to rehearſe, E 
4 8. welb the common ſaldiers elih'd verſe, * 
They ſcorn'd to burn the » (noting: Hhogſy:pe Pun 


DAB» 


* 


Wich PET dd Ab view... Wag, 7 
The houſe of my great couſin, too, 
And, gazing en the building, thus he figh'd— 
« General PAnMENiIo; mark that houſe before ye 
„That lodging tells 4 welencholy ſtory | 


+ Thete eue ne Tied) and ther 
he died, | 


« The King 4 8 55 at nations bor, 
Was celebrated by this. lofty Poet, 


« Would any man, Ike him a poet bring me; 


cc But, ah! PARMENIO, mongſt the ſons of men, 
6 This world will never ſee his like agen; : 

«© The greateſt baxd that ever Breath di is dead! 
« General PARMENIO, what think you? 


& Indeed * tis true, my bags, us very true,” 


— 


And made immortal by his ſtrains 4. 70 i 
"3M Ah! could I find like im a bard, to ſing me * 


« Fd give bim a good penſion f for his pains, - 


4 LAND mor ers. I 


Then from his pocket took a knife ſo nice, 
With which he chipp'd his cheeſe and onions, 
And frond a'taftey tht a habdſome lice, 
To make rare toothpicks for the Macedonians 3 
Juſt like the toothpicks which we ſes 


. 
7 


1 


At Stratford , from Shakeſpeare's 8 mulb' ry 


tree, 
What pity that * anion 1 


Knew not to prophecy as well as fight ; ts dr ad 
Then bed ches known be fue men. of abe; 


Then had the General and the Monarch y d, 


In Farz's fair bock, our nation's equal pride, ; 
That very Pinpar's couſin Petzs! 


DaverTzs. of thatch, and ſtone, and mud, 
When þ (50 longer flech ang. blood) 

Shall join-gf lyric bards ſome alla lore 3 
Meed of high worth; and, 'midlt th ElyGan plains, 
To Horace and Alezus read my ſtrains, 

Anacreon, Jappho, and q great old coulin ; ; 


On thee ſhall riſing generations ſtare, 3 
t come to Kingſbridge and to Dadbrook, Fair: 
For ſuch thy hiſtory, and mine ol Jrand : 
Like ALES AN bz & ſhall they er ry | 
Heave the deep ſigh, and ſay, * Rimes Faris 's bones 
( e xev'rence let us look upon his _— 


e pen hb pens 
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he belerig e — 1 
rhetoricians would call jronjcal. 5 ang frat 
deem to be e, Of 


" 2 g > 
8 F 
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obE To AFFECTATION. 
| News of ie iinci mouth, and Wy 
And liſping tongue ſo ſoft,” and head awry, ® 
And flutt'ring heart, of leaves of aſpin made; 
Who were thy parents, bluſhful Virgin! fay— | 
Perchance Dams Fold v gave thee to the day, x 
With GEA IoxoRANcE's aid. 


Say; Virgin, where doſt thou aclight to duell Fg 
With Maids of Honour, ſtartful Virgin ? tell 
For I have heard a dea] of each fair Miss; 5 
How wicked Lonbs have whiſper'd wicked thin 
Beneath the noſes of good Queens and Kings, + 
And figh'd for pleaſures far beyond: a %%; 


Great i is thy delicacy, dainty. Maid; . | ** | 


At ſlighteſt things, thy cheek with crimſon. gl on 4 | 


Say, art thou not aham'd, abaſh'd, afraid, 

Whene er thou ſtealeſt forth to pluck a roſe + 2 
Or haſt thou loſt, O Nymph, thy 1 1 
So never pluckeſt any roſe at all? 


he Pm told, thou keepeſt not a fingle 4 


Nothing but females, at thy board to cram; 
That no he- lapdog near thee wags his tail, 
Nor 5 * "Ow pope ak a ram. ; 


I've 
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I've heard too, that if e erz by. dire miſhap, . 
Some raviſhers ſhould make thy fav” rites vena, 
Staring as ſtricken by a thunder-clap, \- . +, 
Thy modeſty hath kick'd them out . doors, 


'Tis ſaid, when wag-tails thou behold'ſt, and don J 


And ſparrows buſy with their feather'd loves; 
Lord! thou haſt trembled at their wicked Bs i ; 

And, ſnatching up by. bluſh-goncealing.fan, 

As if it were a lady and a man. | 

Haſt only peep'd upon them through the a. 


And yet ſo variouſiy thou'rt ſaid to aft, 
That I have heard it utter'd for a fact, 890 


That often on old Thames's ſunny | banks, 

Where ſtriplings ſwim, with wanton pranks,” 
On bladders ſome outſtretch*d, and ſome on  corks; 

Thou ſquinting, moſt indif rem girl, art feen, 

In contemplation of each youthful Kin, 
Admiring God Almighty” 8 handy-works, | 


Pm told, thou wilt not meddle with cod*s heat; 
Nor giblets taſte, nor innocent lamb's . 
This is a very ſtrange affair indeed“! 
1 wonder, ſqueamiſh Map, the reaſon Why” 


Some men have got Arrange name: . chat raiſe wy 
"bluſh! © 
* (Pity a name ſhould ſo diſturb thy cheek y 

Then doſt thou, ſimpering,” beat about the buſh, 
When to thoſe men thou art inclin ' d to ſpeak. | 


At length thou biddeſt Susan (with ſweet — 
Go fetch the with the Filthy name,” . 


N 
pz 


ui & kowt and #6 A* 6Lrven. 1 
ve heard, that breeches, petticoats, and ſmock, 
| eee wade when een dc) | 


And that thy brain (ſo lucky its device) 
Chriſt nech them iexpreſſibler, To nice! 


Prim Maid, thou art no fav'tite with the world: 
I hear the direſt gurſes on thee hutl'd! 
Sorry am I, ſo ill thy manners ſuit : | 
is faid, thavif a mouſe appear to vier,, 
| We hear a formidable ſcresch enſue, . * 
s i it were ſome huge devouring brute; 


And if beneath thy pettigoat he run, 
| Thou belloweſt as if thou wert undone, 


And kickeſt at a cow-like rate, Poor ſoul! 
When, if thou wert to be a little quiet, 
And not diſturb 1 the nibbler by a riot, | 
T he mouſe would 8⁰ into hys proper hole. ; 


Pye heard it Tworn to, Nymph, that in the een 
When running, dancing, capering at thy 4 fide, 
Thy Chloe other dogs ſo brazen meets, J 

That, wriggling, aſk thy bitch to be their bride, 
Quick haſt thou caught up Chloe i in thy arm, 
From violation to preſerve her charms z 


And, bouncing wildly from the te: 

Of thoſe ſame ſaucy canine crew, 15 
Haſt op'd ſo loud and tunefully thy throat, | 
(Sceming AS thou hadit learnt to ſcream by note) . 
Loud as the Sabine girls that try d to ſcape 

The ſpeechleſs horrors of: a Roman rape. 


No novels readeſt thou, 0 , in » fight ; 
And yet again I'm told thatev'ry night, 


ln 
s ; \ 
- V 


4 _— . 
— 


4 Abb #6k M ofives; * 
In ſecret, thou art muell fricliti' to doat” 
On rhymes that R6CKrsPaR fo warmly wrote. 


Oft doſt thou wonder how thy fex, ſs Wert, 

Can fellows, thoſe great two-legg'd monſters, meet, 
And ſwoon not at each Caliban; , 

And wonder how thy fex can fancy blies 

Contain'd withih the black fough -beatded kiſſes 
Of ſuch a horrfd bear- ke thing 48 man. 


Thy morals, virtuous Maiden, are ſo chaſte, - 
I'm told, that een for all the mint 
No man ſhould ever take thee round the waiſt, 

And on thy lips a faucy kiſs imprint! pita 


Inform. me, is 1. le moſt dalnty aid 2 
Are thy tes lips of fe, ths Wiaid } | 


"Tis alſo ſaid, that if a flea at night, 
Pert rogue, hath dar'd thy luſcious lip. to bite, 
Or point his ſnout into thy ſnowy breaſt, 
At once the houſe hath been alarm d—the maids 
| Call d idle, naſty, good - fo nothing jades; en 
Wo, Eve-like, mühing tq thy room, e, 


Have thought ſome ſecret ritviſher ſs dread, 
On Love's' delicious viands to be fed, 

Had ſeiz d thee, to obtain forbidden joys; 
Which had he done, & moſt audacious thief, 
of ery maid it was the firm belief 


'Thou wouldft nog Yytph, have wade ene 
| noiſe. TY | 


* - . w * 
i 5 | 
ww. * L 2 * p | 


And yet tis ſaid, ring 0 Nymph ſo bright, | 
Thou fleep'ſt with wh ne the coachman er ry night— 
' Vit 
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Vile tales! invented to deſtroy thy fame; 


At night thy modeſt cheek would burn with ſhame, 
Nor wouldſt thou go, but to the bed be carried 70 


To claſp with kiſſes. ſweet his. white-ſtol'd maid, 
And riot in the luxury of charms; 
Flat as a flounder, ſeeing, hearing gone 
Mute as a fiſh, and fairly turn'd to ſtone— ©. 
O Damſel! thou wouldſt die within his arms. 


- - : — - 
: | 1 2 4 — * 
= - 
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More impudence, with a lick at one of the Ten 
3 Commandments. He talks too of his paſſions ag 
having left him I do not believe a word on't: all 
| Peærxxẽꝰs colt's- teeth are not yet gone Oh, that I had 
| the drawing them! Oh, that my pincers could get 


not pretty neither, for the fellow is as ugly as fin. — 


glorious ſqueeze} but he is a liar, and I can prove 
it, for he keeps a girl at this moment; and a Beau Ful 


and Vinvs. The Jack-aſs, perhaps, wants a bunch 
of nettles, 1 ſuppoſe, for. his Mus; ſomething 

extraordinary, to <A a flip to his langujg 1nſpira» 
tions. | 


= 75 * * * 
* vo : . 
. : * * — 


For, wert thou, fearful Laſs, this inſtant married, 


There, when thy STREPHON ruſh'd, in white array 6; 


Fin 


amongſt them! the world then ſhould ſee him make 
up many a pretty wry face, “ Pretty,” did J fay? 


Oh, that I had him, like the types for my magazine, 
in my printing- preſs! I would give his bones a moſt 


girl too, that he makes verſes upon but it is Vuĩl ax 


S 
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ks FORTUNE. 2 


8. AD loit'ring Foxrous; 4 thou att” come 60 


Ines 315 
.. ANZ wherefore give me not ty. ſmiles GY * 
When all my youthful paſſions in a roar, ... 
Rags hunters, fearleſs leap'd each five · bar gate? 


Unknown by thee, how often did Enn 
The lovelieſt forms of nature in the ſtreet, 

The fair, the black, and laſting brown! 
And, while their charms enraptur'd I furvey'd, 
This pretty legend on their lips I read— 
- ©, Kifſes, O gentle ſhepherd, for a crown.” 


How oft 1 look'd, and fights, and look'd agen, 
Upon the ſmiling Loves of ev'ry PfILLIs! 
How wiſh'd myſelf a cock, and her a hen, 
To crop at once her roſes and het lilies ! 
Not only gratis, but with perfect eaſe— | 
Without ſo much as, Madam, if you pleaſe,” _ 


At Otaheité, I have ſaid with tears, 
* No gentleman a jail ſo horrid fears 
For taking loving liberties with laſſes: 
Soon as they heard how Love in England far'd, 
The glorious Otaheitans all were ſcar'd, 
And call'd us 1 a pack of iſles. 


* But they, indes are heathens have no ſouls, | 


* But ſuch as muſt be fried on burning coals ; 
2 oak * But 


4 
| 
. 
J 


uy 
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* But I'm a Chriſtian; and abhor a rape: 


4 Yet if a laſs would ſell her lean and fat, 


Pm not ſo great an enemy to thut— 
_ < Though that might whelp a little kind of ſcrape; 


„ Since tis beließ d &'en._/pnple fornication - 


wy: May ſtep between 4 man and his ſalvation.” 


Danin'd Fon runs f thus to make the Poet groan ; 
To offer now, forfooth, thy ſhining pieces; 


For now my paſſions nearly alt are flown, 


c 


. Hers, W Readet, is imipiidence with a ven- 


geance! When certain ſacred parts of our moſt glo- 
rious Royar Fami determined in their great 
wiſdoms and anger to quit ungrateful England, what 
does this foul-mouthed Poet do, but give them a 
farewell laugh in verſe, when it ſhould have been the 
moſt lamentable elegy=-flebile carmen + But PRTRR 
Pix Dax is a Caliban. I do not believe that ever he 
cried in his life, excepting when he was flogged at 
ſchool Monſtrum horrendum, informe, ingens—l wiſh 
I could add too, cui lumen ademptum ; for his eyes 
are hunting for nothing but deformity: let him look 


in the glaſs then, and he will ſpy a ſufficient maſs ; 


or open his brain-box, and be will there find 2 
ms. ar ; 1 


A 


45 


ODE 


% 
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ODE TO MADAM" SCHW=G AND co. 


barrel 1 THE YEAR 178g 
WI wiſh you a good voyage tn that ſhove 
Where all your friends are impudent and paar: 
Oblige us, Madam don't again come over 
To uſe a cant phraſe, we've been finely fabb'd, 
Indeed have very dext'roufly been robb'd—— 
You've liv'd juſt eight and twenty years in cloyer. 


Pray let us breathe à little be ſo good 

We cannot ſpare ſuch quantities of blood ??: 
At leaſt for ſome ten years, ding erols the main: 
Then, cruel, ſhould ye think upon returning, 
To put us Britons all in ſecond mourning, 

We may ſapport phlebotomy again. 


To you and your lean gang we owe th' Exciſe 5 
Fir cannot any other ſcheme deviſe, 
To pay the nation's debt, and fill your purſes. - 
With great reſpect 1 here arg you, Ma' am, 
Vour name our common people loudly damn; 


Genteeler folk attack with filent curſes. 
Madam, can you ſpeak Latin No, not much 


I think you eigen at I 


hc 
deſcriptive than any other of the guttural German; "and "x 


fore chooſes not to ſacrifice truth to a little bienſcance. 


16 A EOWLAND rox AN OLIVER, 


But did you Latin underſtand, (God bleſs it) 
Id offer up the pithieſt, prettieſt line 
Vnto your Avarice's ſacred ſhrine— 

* Creſcit amor nummi quantum ipſa pecunia er 4 


The which tranſlation of this Latin line 
18 this— Alas! that maw profound 6f thine 
May like the ſtomach of a whale be reckon' d; 
© Throw into it the nation's-treafury, | 
But for a minute it will pleaſure ye; | 
That gullet would be gaping for a ſecond.” 


Madam, we wiſh- you a long, long adieu 
Good riddance of the. ſnuff and di mond crew! _ 
Your abſence, all, alone the State relieves; 
For, hungry Ladies, as I'm here alive, 
A houſe can never hope to thrive, 
That harboureth a neſt of thieves. 


An inſupportable apology for keeping Miſtreſſes, 
and a laugh at yy our W {tate; Matri- 
mony. 8 | 


d r. 


Tact I have often beet: i in love, deep toe, 

A hundred doleful ditties plainly prove. 

By marriage never have I been disjointed 3 

For matrimony deals prodigious blows : 

And yet for this ſame ſtormy ſtate, God knows, 
Tue gtoan'd—arid, thank my 23 been diſap- 
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With Lovz's dear paſſion will I never war: 
Let ev'ry man for ever be in love, 
E'en if he beats, in age, old PaR: | 
'Tis for his chilly veins a good warm gore; 
It bids the blood with briſker motion ſtart, 
Thawing Timz's icieles around his heart. 


WzDpLock's a ſaucy, ſad; familiar ſtate, 
Where folks are very apt to ſcold and hate : 
Love keeps a mode/# diſtance, is divine, 
Obliging, and ſays ev'ry thing that's fine. 


I 


Love writes ſweet ſonnets, deals in tender matter: 
Mazriace, in epigram ſo keen, and ſatire: 
Lovs ſeeketh always to oblige the fair; 
Full of kind wiſhes, and exalted hope: 
Maniacs deſires to ſee her i in the air, 
Suſpended, at the bottom of a rope, 


Love wiſhes, in the vale or on the dom, 
To give his dear, dear idol a green gown : 


MazkIace, the brite, ſo ſnappiſh and ill-bred, 
Can kick his ſighing turtle out of bed; 

Turns bluffly from the charms that taſte adores, 
Then pulls his night-cap o'er His eyes, and al 


Wedlock at firſt, indeed, is vaſtly pleaſant; 
A very ſhowy bird, a fine cock-pheaſant : 

By time, it changeth to a diff rent fowl ; 
Sometimes a cuckoo, oftꝰ ner 4 e 


Wedlock's a lock, however, urge and ck, 
Which ev'ry e a key to . 
Yau K. „a o 


Cox. We iſt 142 alwa 


— 
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O Lovk! for heat hs fake, never leave my heart”: 
No! thou and I will never, never part! 
Go, Wa DTLock, to the men of Jeaden brains, 
vnn _— 1 n 


A varedacd apology for _ ring wit 


| 10 CHLOE. 
ax oer ron 0610 ue was comes. 


s bet in Kaas, 
For ever toying, ogling, killing, billing; 
The joys for which I thouſands would have giv'n, 


Will preſently be-ſcarcoly worth a ſhllng- 
Thy, neck is fairer than the Alpine ſnows, 


And, Tweetly ſwelling, beats the down of doves; 
| Thy cheek of health, a rival to the role ; 


pouting lips, the throne of all the Lovss! 
Yet, though thus beautiful beyond expreſſion, 45 


That immer 


Economy in love is peace to nature, 

Much like economy in worldly matter: 
We ſhould be prudent, never live too "faſt; 
Profufion' wilt not, cannot always laſt. 


Lovers are really ſpendthrifts tis a ſhame: 
. — EET a career can tame, 


3 Till 
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Till pen'ry ſtares them in the face; - 
And when they find an empty. purſe, 
Grown calmer, wiſer, how the fault they „ 

And, limping, look wich ſuch a ſneaking. grace ! 
Job's war-horle figrce, his neck with thunder "654 6 
Sunk to a humble hack that carries dung. 


Smell to the queen of flowers, 3 - 
= Smell twenty times —and then, my dear, thy _ 
Will tell thee: (nat ſo much for ſcent athirſt) 
be twentieth drank leſs flavour than the firſt. 


Love, doubtleſs, is the ſweeteſt af all fellows. 3 
Yet often ſhould the little God retire— 

Abſence, dear Chloe, is a pair of below, 
Dm = a e 


N -- 4 
N 


4 
V. 


— 


In the fame impudenty ironical f ne. * 


ove 10 LAs, *# 


On NYMPH with all the RE IP 1 
Pea-· bloom breath, and dimpled o 

Roſe cheek, and eyes that beat the lake foe; | 
With flaxen ringlets thy ſoft boſom ſhading, . 


So white, ſo plump, fo. luſciouſly⸗perſuading; 
And lips that none but months of Cherubs x now 


Oh, leering, lute me_notto-Charlotte-ſtreet,, 
That too, too fair, n form , 
„ a Warm, 
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Warm, unattir d, and breathing rich delight; 3 
Where thou wilt practiſe ev'ry roguiſh art, 
To bid my ſpirits all unbridled ſtart. 

Run off with me full tilt, and ſteal my ſight. 
| Then ſhall 1 trembling fall, for want of grace, 
And die, yes, die perhaps upon my face 


Ah! ceaſe to turn, and look, and leer, and ſmile, 


My too imprudent ſenſes to beguile ! 

Ah! keep that taper leg ſo tempting from me, 
Ah! form'd to foil a Phidias's art; 

So much unlike that leg in ev'ry part 


By me abhorr'd indeed, and chriſten'd gummy. 


In vain I turn around to run away : 

Thine eyes, thoſe bafiliſks, command my 8 
Whilſt thro? its gauze thy ſnowy boſom peeping 

Seems to that rogue interpreter, my eye, 

To heave a ſoft, deſponding, tender figh— 


Like goſſamer, thy thoughts of goodneſs ſweeping, 


- Pity my dear religion's dread debility, 

And hide thoſe orbs of ſweet inflammability ! 

Abound, I ſay, abound in grace, my feet; 
And do not follow her to Charlotte-ſtreet. 


Alas! alas! you have no grace, I ſee, 
But wiſh to carry off poor ſtruggling me ; 

Yes, the wild bed of Beauty wiſh to ſeek ! 
Yet, if ye do—to make your two hearts axe, 
A ſweet, a ſweet revenge I mean to take; 

For, curſe me if you ſhall not ſtay a week. 


Vet let me not thus pond'ring, gaping, ſtand, 
But, * L aw. not ab my own command: 


Bed, 


H 


3 
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Bed, boſom, Kiſs, embraces, ſtorm my brains, 
And, lawleſs tyrants, bind my will in chains. 
O lovely Laſs! too pow'rful are thy W 
And faſcination dwells within thy arms. | 


The Paſſions join the fierce invading hoſt; 8 
And I and VigTvs are o'erwhelm'd and loſt: 
Paſſions that in a martingal ſhould move; 
Wild horſes, looſen'd by the hands of Loves. 


Tm off—alas ! unworthy to be ſeen— 5 
The BAR D, and ViIxrux a poor captive Queen 
O Lais, ſhould our deeds to /in amount, 

Juſt Heav'n will place them all to thy account. 
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The following Stanza, on me Death of Lady ; 
Mount Es favourite Pig Curip, is verily ex- 


ceeded by * in the — of 1 -— 


* 


. 
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A CONSOLATORY STANZA. | 


of® nt 


> A 2 | 4 | 
( 


ro LADY MOUNT. — Ra 


ON THE DEATH OF HER PIG CUPID. 


O DRY thy tear, ſo roulli and bigs | 
Nor waſte in ſighs your precious wind! 

Death only takes a ſingle Pig 

Tour Land and Son u fil behind. - 
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\ Supe perlatively impudent, and, 1 hope, untrue; 
ſent 1 75 two days after my publication of n my Nen 
Elizäbelb: Prop reſſer, one of which i is now actualh 
in His mak glorious Library at Buckiny phil 
Hou A. 


To MR. J. NICHOLS, 
oi is 


mus UHL ür THE PROGRESS Of QUEEN EIA 


J OHN, though it aſks no ſubtilty of brain 

Io write WEN Buss's Progreſs thro! the land; 

Excuſe the freedarn, if 1 dare maintain 
The theme too high for thee to take in hand. 


On Vaxrrr's damn'd rock what thouſands ſplit! 
Thou ſhouldſt have labour'd e on ſome humble 
_ Hatter; 
On ſomewhat on a leyel with hy wit 
; For inftanre—when Her Majeſty made w. 


To Bee dg end . 


no candour, I ſhall conclude this Firſt Part with 4 
few Songs that are nt totally deſtiruto of merit 


22 / 


70 
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10 verte 


WI HILE poets pour their happieſt "pt 
And call thee.ey'ry thing divine; 
Not quite ſo laviſh | in thy praiſe, 


To cenſure be the province mine. 


Though born with talents to fqrpeite..; | 
Thou ſeldom doſt theſe paw'rs diſplay's 
Thus ſeem they trifling in thine eyes} - 
Thus heav'n's beſt gifts are thrown away yg 


Though rich in charms, thou know'ft it not; 
Such is thine ignorance profound? 
And then ſuch cruelty thy lot, 
Thy ſweeteſt fmile inflifs a wounds  - 


* 


a * - 1 * * ” , 


ay A_ W „ 4 * 
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Ys, Bad 1 . fought . long. 

Invok' d thee oft, in proſe and ſong; 

Through half Old England woo'd thee; 

Through ſeas of danger, Indian lands, - 

Through: Afric's howling, burning fagds 2 - 

But, ah] in vain purky'd-thee! - 

Now, FoxTuws, thou wouldſt fain be way, 
Tee 


4nd now T I plainly ſpeak wy mind 
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I care not ſtraws about thee : 
For DxLIA's. hand alone I. toil'd ; 


VUnbrib'd by wealth, the Nymph has ſmil'd ; 
An n is ours vichout thee; PET 


10 enror 


Cad 2 eckes ata are thn, : 
That give my heart the conſtant figh! _ 
Ah! wherefore let thy Poet pine, - | 
Who canſt with eaſe his wants ſupply * ? 


Oh, haſte, thy charity dilplay; ; 
With little PH contented be: 
The kiſſes which thou throw'ſt away 


Upon By * will do for me. 


1 * 


* +» — . 
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I cannot, however, conclude this Firſt Part of 
Mr. PzTzx's lucubrations without a ſevere repre- 
henſion of his want of loyalty, as well as want of 
reſpect, for that firſt of Courts, Sr. Jamss's; and, 
moreover, to prove that diſloyalty and diſreſpect, 
I give the following Ode, which he, with all his 


impudence, dares not deny that he wrote. I fup- 


poſe that it was hatched in the 44% reign, ſince it 
is impoſſible that it ſhould be i in the preſent, One 
word more with him— Should his inſdlence mean 
his preſent Majzrey, he is an ungrateful, as well 

as 


, 
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2s an inſclent fellow; as his Majeſty has got his 


books bound in beſt morocco leather, (Oh, that 


PeTzr's own hide had been ſtripped off, and tan- 


ned for the purpoſe !) Which are now in the library 
at Buckingham-houſe; ; nay, more, his Majeſty has 
condeſcended to write notes on the varlet's works !— 


—yes ! with his own moſt royal hand! Thus has 
this moſt unloyal, moſt di ſreſpectful, moſt ungrate- 
ful, and moſt pitiful thymer,—a Kino ror A Co- 


MENTATOR II! 


His Majeſty i is pleaſed, with a 


ſmile, to call him the Merry Wight.“ Might I 
offer an emendation to ane met it ſhould be- the 


wicked _ 


10 a FRIEND. our or PLACE, 


So then, thy SOV'REIGN turns away his face! 
Thank God, with all thy foul, for the Dru. 


This inſtant down upon thy knee, | 

And idolize the man who makes thee 1 
No more endeavour FoLLy's hand to kiſs! 

At firſt I look'd with pity on thy ſtate ; 

But now I humbly thank the foot of Farx, 
That kindly kicks thee into bliſs. 


Poe been diſgrac'd too—felt a Monarch's frown, 
And conſequently quitted town: 


But have my * refus d their ſmiles 661 ſweet ? 
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Say, have my birds grown ſulky, with the King? 
My thruſhes, linnets, larks, refus'd to fing ? 
M winding brooks, to prattle at my feet? 


No! no ſuch matter! Each unclonded daß 
On dove-like pinions gaily glides away: 

In ſhort, all Nature ſeems diſpos gg pleaſe— 
Then prithee quit thy qualms; lock 1 and laugh; 
The rural pleafures let us largely . 5 

And make our cong# to the Gods of Eile. | 


By day, ralNaro NE's ſimple voice, 
Our walks, and rides of health rejoice, 
Far from an empty Court where TumvLT howls; 
And ſhould at night, by chance, an hour 
Be with ennui inclin'd to low'r, 
We'll go and liften to our owls; 


Birds from whoſe throats tis ſaid that wi/Jom ſprings, 
How very H rem from the throats of Kings { 
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Nu nimium fudeo, Gaſar, vibi welle placere; 
Nee ſeire utrum in abus an ater homo. 


Carviios 
80 little, Cxſar's humour claim my care, 
{hav vt 7 hp nk JIE Ss "3 


W 


* DD " * * 
* R 


4 
"x 
/ 
By 
£ 
4 
* 
* 
: 4 - 
wa 
\ 
— 
| 
* 


——_— — _ — = — 


2 
2 


— — - 24 
4 * * — — — — 4 = - 3 
4 : * 2 * A * * — 22 — - 2 
x 1 2 * — — - o - © 22 * — 
a. 4 — — — 
- - 
2 — — — - - 2 4 
N Fr 2 > — 2 2 - 7 1 
x — 2 1 * 
2 * — by — — 
— 


—— 
— 


— 


— — 


— 


* 
3 
— 
* 
„ 
= 
L 
1 » 
i 

1 
| 
| F 


— 2 —— — —— — D— — — 
* - — * um - —— — 2 2 — --- 
* . 
_— 


— 
3 


N 
— 


— —(— 


_—_ — — 
— H — — 32 
_ — — 
— - 


= — 
— - 


o 


— — 2 a 
P TS — 
2 r * — 
1 : 


— 1 

—_ £4 

— — 128 = 
4 * — 9 > 


— — * 


— 


n 
n 


— — —_— 
4 — 


= e 


* . oy 
Py _— 2 — 4 — 


. 


—— — — 
— 


— 
- — 


— 


{ 
+44 


r 1 
— 


—_— 
— —- 
LY 


* . 
s - 


THE Poet expreſſeth a wonderful curioſity for knowing the 
future Laureat — reporteth the Candidates for the ſublime 
office of Poetical Trumpeter—recommendeth to his Muſe the 
praiſes of economy, poultry, cow-pens, pigs, dunghills, &c.— 
adviſeth the mention of his preſent money-loving Majeſty of 
Naples, alſo of the great people of Germany.—PzTts gently 
Eeriticiſeth poor Tuonas, and yttereth ſtrange things of 
Courts—he exclaimeth ſuddenly, and boaſteth of his purity— 
he returneth ſweetly to the unknown Laureat, aſketh him per- 
tinent queſtions, and informeth him what a Laureat ſhould 
reſemble. 


PART H. 


THE Poet feeleth a moſt uncommon metamorphoſe—breaketh 
out into a kind of poetical delirium—talketh of court · refor- 


mation, the arts and ſciences ; 1 and ſeemeth to continue mad 
uo the end of the chapter, 
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W uo ſhall N Saint * $ fife, 
And call ideal virtues into life? 

On' tiptoe gaping, lo, I ſtand, 

| To ſee the future Laureat of the land! 


| Dread rivals, ſplaſhing through the dirty road, 
With thund'ring ſpecimens 'of Ode, | 
The lyric bundles on each Poet's back, 
Intent to gain the ſtipend and the Sack, 

See Mason, HAxvLEV, to the Palace ſcamper, 
Like porters ſweating underneath a hamper ! 


And ſee the hacks of Nichols“ Magazine 

Ruſh, loyal, to berhyme a King and Queen ; 
And ſee, full ſpeed, to get the tuneful jo, 
The bellman's heart, with hopes of vict' ry, throb. 


O thou, whate'er thy name, thy trade, thy art, 
Who from obſcurity art doom'd to ſtart, 
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7% ADVIGE To THE FUTURE LAUREAT: 
Hard by the Royal mandate, to pibclaim 
To diſtant realms a Monarch's feeble fame — 


For fame of Kings, like cripples in the . 
Demands à crutch to move about > 


Whoe'er thou art, that winn' ſt the envied prize, 
os * err thy boſom. | 


— Ris and bende in ty lays 
To ſaving wiſdom boldly ſtrike the ſtrings, 


And juſtify the Frazier. trade in Kings. 


Deſcant on ducks and geeſe, and cocks and hens, 
Hayſtacks and dairies, cawhioulys and pens ; 
Deſcant on dunghills, ev'ry fort of kine ; 

| And on the pretty article of ſwine. * 


Inform us, without loſs, to tale 
The ſtomach of a feeding * or cow 
And tell us, economic, how  _ 
To ſteal a dinner from a fatt'ning pig; 
And, Bard, to make us ftill niore bleſt, r 
How hogs and bullocks may grow fat on dir. 


Sing how the King of Naples ſells his 6h, $51.24] 
And from his ftomach- cribs the daintieſt diſhz _ 


Sing, to his ſubjects hw he ſells his game 
So fierce for dying. rich, the Monarch's fame: 
Sing of th' economy of German quality; 

Emp' rors, Electors, dead t hoſpitality; WELLS” 
Margraves, and miſerable Dukes, F 
Who ſqueeze their ſubjeQs, and who une * 
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— TO THE FUTURE LAVKBAT, 7s 


Such be the burthen of thy 8 
And, lo, our Court will liſten all day long. 


Tou prov'd unequal to the Laureat's $ place; . 
Luckleſs, he warbled with an Attic grace: 
The language was not underſtood” at Court, 
Where bo and eurt'ſy, grin and ffrug, reſort; 
Sorrow for fliekneſs, joy for health, ſo civil; 

And love, that with'd: each other to the devil! 


Tou was a ſcholar—luckleſy wi gut! ON: 
Lodg'd with old manners in a mulily college; 
He knew not that a palace hated knowledge, 
And deem'd it pedantry to ſpell and write. 
Tow heard of royal libraries, indeed, 
And, weakly, fancied that the books were read + 


He knew not that an b s ſenſe” 
Was, at a Palace, not worth finding; . 
That what to notice gave a book pretence, 

Was ſolely paper, print, and binding ! 


Some folks had never known, with all their wit, 
Old -PixDas's name, nor oceupation, 
Had not I ſtarted forth—a lucky hit, * 
And prov'd myſelf the Theban Bard's relation. 


The names of Dausue np, — and Hoanz, 
Though ſtrangers to AroLLo's tuneful ear, 
Are difeords that the Palace-folks adore, 
is Sweet as ſincerity, as honour dear; | 
The name of Homzs, none are found to know it, 
So much the Banker foars beyond the Poet; 
| 928 : For 
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For Courts prefer; ſo claſſically wealg © . 
A Guinea's muſic to the noiſe of Greck: es 
Menin aide Thea, empty ſoutids, ; 
How mien 'to—* Pay the bearer fifty pounds! be. 


Angels, and miniſters of grace, what's here! 
See ſuppliant 8a L's RV to the Bard appear ! © 
He ſighs upon his knuckles he 5 

His Lorging begs PII take the Poet? 's erown. 


Avaunt, my Lord —Soljcitation, fly! 
P11 not be Zany to a King, not I: 
Pll be no Monarch's humble thruſb, | 
hilti from the laurel buſh; .. , 
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To w 
Or, rather, a tame owl, to hoot 
Whene' er it ſhall my maſter ſuit, 


I have tio flatt'ries cut and dried—no varniſh 
For Royal qualities, ſo apt to tarniſh, 
Expos d a little to the biting air: 
Pve got a ſoul, and fo no lies to ſpare; 
Beſides, too proud to ſing for hire, 
I ſcorn to touch a ven, lyre. 


Avaunt, ye ſceptred vulgat—purpled, ad} ; 
The Muſe ſhall make no mummies, I'm determin'd 
World, call her proſtitute, bawd, dirty b==, 
If meanly once ſhe deals in ſpice and pitch, 
And faves a careaſe, by its; lyric balm; 

So putrid, whieh the very worms muſt damn. 1 


Again to thee I turn, from dear digreſſion aw 
To thee, ambitious 'of the Sack- poſſeſſion !. F 
O thou, the future Laureat, yet unknown, - 7? 
The nightingale or magpie of a Throne! © 

* Reveal 
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Ab viok ro E bora kasttgAr E 


Reveal the ſitumibn of thy brain,(- | Rees 
Or clear, ot muddy is its fountain? 


Of molehills can it make om of} EL 

$0 ſtrong the majje of in wand ſtrain 

Laureats mould b6aſt a Yitthel f my 

Or yield ug all poetical Pretenſionn: 
Lo, flatt Ties ferm s Monarch's i i! 

A ſolar microſeofie the hard ſhould. be, 

That to a camel's ſize can ſwell a lea, 


And give the on of alien to e. 


M. ſoul aſſumes a better; wing 3 
'm chang'd, I feel myſelf a king 

I'm ſceptred on my head the Sen deſcends! 
To purple turn'd my coat of parſvh's grey, 
No let my Majeſty itſelf diſplay, - « 
And ſhow that Kings and glory may be friends. 


Yet, though 1 feel myſelf : a King, 

I hope, untainting, that the crown deſcends— 

Not on my people's ſhoylders bids me ſpring ; 
And cry, forgetful of myſelf aid friends, 

« Blood of the Gods within my veins I finde 

you the mean puddle of that mob, mankihd * 


Low at my feet the ſpaniel-courtiers cow'r ; ; 3 
Curl, wheedle, whine, paw, lick my ſhoe, for pow'r; 
Vol. II. N Prepar'd 
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8 ADVICE ro THE FUTURE: LAUREAT. 


Prepar'd for ev 'ry inſult, ſervile train, 
To take a kicking, and to fawn again ls x 


Of, PreT and GEN VILLE du are not yet f men, 
Go, children, to your leading itrings agen; 
Make not a hobby-horſe of this fair Iſle:— 
Yet, were no danger in the childiſn ſway i - 
A Kingdom might permit a baby's play, ,96 
And at its weakneſſes indulge a mile. 
Off, chen once more upon your letters, — 
Go, "find of f politics che loſt horn box. 


Off with Excisn your Imp, with lengthen'd claws, 
And fangs deep-rooted in his hydra-jaws ; 
The monſter, damping Faeeom' s ſacred 3j joys; 3 
Fed by your hands, ye paix of fooliſn boys ! 
My ſoul, to FRREDon wedded, FxER DOM loves; 
Ihen blaſt me, lightnings, when, ſo coldly cruel, 
I to pomatum ſacrifice the jewel, 
Rouge, pigtail, and a pair of gloves. 


Off, JÞ-——! ſome demon did- create thee : 

Oh, form'd to fawn, to kneel, to lie, to flatter! 

“ Perdition catch my ſoul, but I do hate thee 1 
And when I hate thee not,” I war with NATUR. 

Such reptiles dare not midſt my radiance ſport 

Curs'd be ſuch ſnakes that crawl about a Court. 


Diſgrace not, ſimp ring ſycophants, my throne — 

| Alia and pigmy Vr, be gene 
BR, thou ſtinkeſt {—weazel, polecat, fly! 
Thy manners ſhock, thy form offends my ey yy | 
As for thy principles thy re gone long ſince 57 
Loſt, when a "or deſerter Tron thy PrINCE., 
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ADVICE ro TA FUTURE "LAURBAT. Ig. 


— avaunt thou'rt cowardly and mean; 
Thy ſoul is ſable, and thy hands unclean. 

Yet to minutiæ to deſcend, what need? 
Enough that thou art one of Charles's breed. , 


Out with that SAL'SBUnrT =—DvuNDas,” bunt 1 
Off, water-gruel WESTMORBLAND, and LII DS! 
You, verily,” are not the men I want: - 
My bounty no ſuch folly feeds, . 


Off, Haxcouar !'who wouldſt ſtarye my Kine, 

Or make them, poor-lean devils, «dine 
On vile horſe- cheſnuts tis a curſed meal— 

Inſtead of turnips, corn, and hay: * 

Thou ſhalt not, by this avaricious way, i 
Into my royal favour ſteal. 


Off, UxBr1Doce D too, once more get 
along 
You ſhall not be Lord Preſidents 5 * 352 
You throw poor St. Cecilia into fits: 
You've ears, but verily they do not hear, 
Juſt as you've tongues that cannot ſpeak, I fear; 
And brains that want their compliment o of wits, 


Off, WaLsmenan'—thou putt'ſt me in a ſweat : 
I hate a Jack-in-office, martinet. - 

For ever ſomething moſt important brewing ; . 
For ever buſy, buſy, nothing doing. | 


Thou plague of Poſt office, the teazer,  fretter ; 
Informing clerks the way to ſeal a letter ; 
Who, full of wiſdom, hold'ſt thyſelf the broom, 
Inſtructing Suſan how to ſweep the room 
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io deter ue Tax wurbns anal. 
The letter- Wan; 90 Hold his bag z 


The mail-guard (funk in ignorance fortorn " | 
; To load his blunderbuſs, and View his torn; 


Off, of! —of  confequence thou rag! 0 

Go to the fields, and gain a Nation's thanks ; * 
Catch graſuhoppers and butterflies for Bonn... Thy 

[ want not fellows that can ou) pate; —_ "i 

I want no whirligigs of Rate; _ | p 
No jack<-danterns, n fire, WF 
Skipping, and leading men into. the mire. — _ Fer 
Thou ſet vile copyiſt, Wasn, begone n 
With nought worth ſaving of thy own ; Ar 
Phillis and Chloe, "dancing dogs, B 
'PinzTT1, and the fortune-telfing hogs, T1 
Toymen and conj'rors, from my preſence y! A 
I have no children to amuſe not I. F 
Off, SW. o! thou lean, old, wicked cat, A 
5h Reſtleſs and ſpitting, biting, mewing, mean, 1 
Thou ſhalt not in my chimney- corner ſquat; 4 
Thou malt not, harridan, be Queen: Y * 
Off, to thy country, by the map forgot. | 


Where Traxx and Famine curſe the =; 


Yet empty firſt thy bags of ptunder'd gain, © 
- Wages of vile political pollution; 

Then vaniſh, thou ub FisTULA! a drain 
Enervating our glorious Conftitution ! 


Off, Has rg Wife! thy di monds bode no god dj 
They ſhall not taint us lo, they fmell of blood ! © 


Off, 
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ADVICE- TO THE v russ LAUBBAT, 191 


Off, off, old Gu.BERT ella - n. a 
fury, | 0 
In manners coarſeg than the dames of Dry! | 

O form'd for Uglinels itſelg @ foal? 


walks - ay the hunde the youll might well 7 2 


Thy blood wr ſome few Trops of 23 * 
No, vitriol not one N AT. n 


K e {4 


I'll have no Laureat—ſacted. be the. 0⁰ 8 5 


Unſullied let its torrent toll, 15 
Few merits mine, the Maſe's wing ts: * 


Small grace of ſonm, and no. ſublime: of ſoul: 
And yet, whate'er the merits that are mine, 


By verſe unvarnifh* d ſhall they ſhine. 5 


The real Virtues 8 themſelves diſplay, 
And need no pedeſtal to ſhow away: / 

Each from herſelf her own importance draws, 
And ſcorna a chatt ring Poet's mock applauſe. | 5 


Have niggard Nature, and my ſtars, "viking, 
Of ſenſe and virtues ſtript my deſert mind; 

My name let Sine, With her veil, ae 
And cold OBLIVION pour th eternal * | 


Oblig'd not to an author's rhyme, . 5 
Important, down the ſtream of Tims, © 
O let me fail; or not at au 


Too proud for Bards to take in tow my Name, 


Juſt like the Victory, or Tame, 
That drag along the Jollybeat or yawl, 
, 78 Away, 
* Ships of the Hue. . 
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182 advice ro THE FUTURE LAUAAT. 
Away, the little fnigfling ſpirit! | | 
Away, the hate of Tiling merit! 

Thy heavin- ward wing, afpiring Gus, ware 
I will not, lev'ling with a 8 es a 
The ſecret blunderbuſs let fly, % 

| To give thee, 0 thou royal bird! a g 


PII have no poet-perſecutionazmo 25 
Proud of its liberty, the verſe ſhall low; 3 
The mouth of Pegaſus ſhall-feel no curb: $1 
If, idly wanton, Poets tax me wrong, ile ny 
Theirs is the infamy, for theirs the . „ in Hy. 
Such blaſts _ ne'er ar fouf's Fong ealar Ar 
turb. J, 
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But, ſhould fair Faun to garinz lend an 8 | 
Bid, with more force, deſcend her thund? 12 
ſledge, ® 
My juſtice dares not bre that poet's pipe; 
And, like a ſchool-boy; to the tiger's den, " p 
Who wanton flings a cat,.a cock, or hen, 
I will not give him to * * MacDonaLD's gripe, 85 | 


Wiſe, let me huſh of prejudice the ſtorm, 
Diſarm him for the future, and reform; 

Ves; "ſtead of giving him a law-jobation, 
Revenge the blow by reformation, | 


To Tros, which of yore was reckon'd far, 2 
Hirraxchus really ſent a man of war, 

„„ bring Ax Ac R EON, honied bard, to court; IJ 
80 PLAro lays, a man of good report. 8 


A How 
The Attorney-General, S 
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ADVICE ro THE FUTURE LAURBAT.”- 16 


How diff'rent, Monarchs of the preſent day! 
From modern Kings each bee-like minſtrebſculks, 
Whoſe love would-clap the bards-6n board he 


hulks, a8. v4 KU bas. 4 2 08 ” J BO Bal. 
Or ſend them out to.warble.at {.THLEVES, Bax, 15d 1 0 


ome, Scicade? and the Arts, around me bloom; 
Thrice-· welcome, half my empire claim 
e eye of GEMOUs Mall not wear a gloom, b. BA 
Nor BovDELL * my check with made a 


Aae 1 ＋ 


| arne Poets, Painters, ew ry merit, 
Shall feel King PzTER's foſt' ring ſpirit. 


” 
3 Fr 


Yes, men of genius, be my equals, free 
Imperious conſequence' ye ſhall not feel ; 

For ſhow colle&ed, juſt to bend the knee, 

And grace, like flayes of yore, a chariot-wheel. 


Avaupt, the paraſitic dedication! - 

A trap to catch my ſmile, deceive the Nation, 

And make the wide-mouth'd million bleſs uy 
name. 

Ah! let my deeds alone, Inſtead of 1. 

Proclaim me open, gen'rous, good, and wile ; 

Thoſe manly heralds of a virtuous fame. 


Here, from your hovels, ſons of ſcience; come: 
Oh, haſte! and call * PETER s houſe your. 
home: 

Vour huts, your ſolitary mountains; quit, 
And make my court a galaxy of wit. 
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Come, 
7 Commonly called Botany-Bay. 
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x84 APNIGH FO BE FUTURE LAUREAT... 


Come, VigTvas: though 2 dungeon hide thy face, 
(Far to thy lot tao. of misfortune falls) 

Whoſe angel-form, dam jqils can blot diſgrace, 
| And calt 3 ſacred ſplendor ofer the walks. 


Thus ſhalt Gur moments glide on golden wings; 
Thus will ws. triumph with expanded 

At times be mer — — = 
"And file x: Majnky that fi de the ures 

Ambitious, If with Wizpo thus we wed; 
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A Farthing ſhall not buſh co bear OUR 1 
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FAMES BRUCE, ESS 


THE ABYSSINIAN TRAVELLER. 
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— Fabula mendax. 
Wonvzzs 1I—Wonpras I Wornzzs! 29 
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PER MIT. a poor, — of Apollo. to make an offering 
of his. pamphlet (a ſort of widow” 0 mite), for the plea- 
ſure received from Jour five. quartos. Aware of the 
dangers of laynching into the foaming. ſea ef _ uſual. 
dedication, in which many an, unfortunate author has, 
been drowned, I tremble at my preſent attempt. Ex- 
ajted panegyrig too frequently incurs the ſuſpicion of 2; 
ſneer. Your dedication, . illuſtrious, Sir, to the beſt of 
Kings, ſtrikes me 2s the moſt perfect model of imita- 
tion—it is a column of, Attic elegance and fmplicity, 
exeted to a. deferying Monarch. Pray, Sir, did his 
auguſt Majeſty honour it with a, peruſal before publica 
tion ? It truly forms the ne plus ultra of human panegyric ; 
and what is * marvellous, cannot be ſuſpected of adula- 
tion.” Pray, Bir, how much nap his Ry give y_ 


for it:? 5 * f I. tad * A gpl 1 


What 2A Ginilarity, illuſtrious Sir, between yourſelf and 
Mr. James BosweLL! and yet what 2 diſtance! Both 
gloriouſly ambitious, both great ſcholar, both intelleQually | 
adorned, both popular gentlemen, both dealers i in hiſtory, 
and both deſcended from kings | But Mr. James Boswer's 
ambition was not of ſo bold a wing as yours. He was 
content with a journey to Scotland, to exhibit Dr. 
SAMUEL . JOHNSON, the lexicographer, to the /terati of 
that country: your more exalted ideas could only be ſa- 
tisfied-with a diſplay of the head quarters of the IMMORTAL 
NiLE, who had puzzled the purſuits of men for ſeven 
thouſand years. Whilſt Mr. BoswELL entertains only 
with a breakfaſt on ſpaldings (alias dried whitings), the 
ſyblimer Yrvce treats us with a * of lion. Whilſt 

: BosSweELL 
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188 BP1STLE baren rox. 


BoswzLL brings us acquaintcd with plain Scottiſh -gentle. 
women only, the gallant Buven charms us with romantic 
tales of Quzan rA, Ke. Whilſt Mr. BosweLy pre- 
ſents us only with an anecdote of a flannel night-cap made 
by Miſs M*Lzop, for the Doctor's bald head; the fub- 
limer Bauen tells us of a piece of ſattin, and fix handſome 
crimſon and green handkerchiefs, moſt gallantiy traf. 
mitted to the beautiful Arscacn, of Teaws. Whilt Mr. 
BoswzL amuſes us only with his drunken bout, and con- 
fequently a ſimple emetie Feene, the ſoaring Bruce greets 
us with the more important hiſtory of a thundering D1ax- 
RAA - Whillt Mr. BoswzLL prides himfelf only upon 
his deſcent from a Scottiſh King, the pengtrating Buben 
diſcovers an origin from King SoL.owes and the Quxxx 


or SHEBA 3 which, under the roſe, muſt be eſtabliſhing a 


baſtardy i in the family, as the Abyſſinian Queen could be 
more than Soloman's e their * 


haring never been proved, 


Pray, Sir, what may his Majeſty „d dn mich your 
invaluable drawings, &c. &c. Are they to be engraved, 
pro beno publics, at the expence of the royal purſe 3 op 


kept cautiouſly locked vp in a drawer at Buckingham-houſe, 


to induce the dilettanti to ſigh for the publication? Po. 
fibly they, are deſtined to be a poſthumous work of che 
greateſt of Kings; but not like e np n 
ml OTE nd 
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5 WEET is the tale, however g in air, 

That bids the public eye afonied fare! 
Sweet is the tale, howe'er uncouth its ſhape, _ 
That makes the world's wide mouth with el 
gape ! : 

| Behold, our infancies in tales delight, Ee Tot”. 
That bolt like hedgehog-quills the hair upright. 

Of ghoſts how pleas'd is ev'ry child to hear! 

To ſuch is Jack the Giant-killer der! 
Dread monſters, ifſuing from the flame or flood, © 
Charm, though with horror cloth'd they chill the 
blood! 

What makes a tale ſo 2 ni aul? 
Things as they happen'd—not of marvel full. 
What gives a zeſt, and keeps alive attention? 

A tale that wears the viſage of invention : 

A tale of lions, ſpecttes, ſhipwreck, thunder ; 

A wonder, or firſt couſin to a wonder. 
Myſterious conduct! yet tis Na ruxz's plan 

To ſow with wonder's ſeeds the ſoul of man, 
That ev'ry where in ſweet profuſion riſe, 


What 
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And ſprout luxuriant — the mouth and eyes R 
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190 A COMPLIMENTARY EPISTLE ' 


What to the va/ty deep ® Sir Jost gave,” 
Fe of the world, the ſport of wind and 0 
What bade the Knight, amid thoſe ſcenes remote, 
Sleep with Queen Oborea in the boat ? 
What, unconfounded, leap to Newton's chair? 
What, dut to make a world with wonder ne? 
What bids a KING on Wimbledon, Blackheath, 7 
So oft rejoice the regiments of death j - 
While Britain's mightier bulwark Lighted bes, 
And, vainly groaning, for its Czſar fighs? + 
What, with the yulgar pigs of Aſcot; taken, 
Devour on 1 Aſcot-heath his annual hn? 
What bade that great, great man, a goodly. ſight, 
Watch his wife:s di'mond petticoat all night; 
And what that wife of great, great, great renown, 
Make her own caps, and:darn a thread-bare gown, 
What bade the charming Lady Maxv. fly . 
Mancuzs!s ſqueeze, for Pacchixkorri's Ggh ?. 
What MasrER EDgGecune deal in rhiming ware! 
What, but to put all 6 Cawſand in a ſtare ? 
Sweet child of. verſe, who, with importance big, ; 
Pleas'd its own el, and eterniz'd a Pig ; + Slips 


Whil, 

* Sir Joſeph tdi | 3 

+ Conſtantly, yea, with annual 1 do their ang 
NMajeſties devour the fine fat bacon. of Aſcot at the time of the 
races, and, after, deeply loading their royal ftomachs with this 
ſavoury meat, in r return head Aſcot and the bacon with 
royal approbation. n ö * 

7 Lady Mary Duncan. | ehem 

A ſmall fiſning- town near Mount Edgecumbe. 

|| This pig, Cupid, who many years ago fell in love with the 
Earl, has a monument erected to his memory, with an inſerip- 
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OLD MounT plays Punchinello to a bil. N I 


What makes a girl the ſhops for novels rove ? . 


The ſweet impoſſibilities of lv 
Quixotic deeds to catch the flying fair ;; 

To pant at dangers, and at marvels ſtare. 
What prompteth Chloe, conſcious of the charms 
That crowd the ſouls of ſwains with wild alarms, 
To give the ſwelling boſom's reh {kin 

A veil of gauze ſo marvelouſly thin? 

What but à kind intention of the fair 6 | 

To treat th&eyes.of ſhepherds with a ſtare ?. 
Behold ! Rz11c1on's ſelf, celeſtial dame, | 
Founds on the rock of miracle her "0M 28 

A ſacred building, that defies. decay, | 

That ſin's wild waves can never waſh away! 

What made“ Joan ROLLE (except for Exon' s ſtare) 
Drill-ſerjeant to the aldermen and may, r, 


: Ber 


tion on it by Lord Valletort, the Earl's ſon.—It is Aria, that 
his Majeſty, when at Mount Edgecumbe, happening to be 
gravely pondering near his grave, the Queen, who was at ſome 
diſtance, aſked him, what he was looking at ſo ſeriouſly. His 
Majeſty, with a great deal of humour, immediately replied, 
The family vault, Charly ; family vault, family vault,” 8 0 


* Mr. Joun RoLLz's dread of a failure in che etiquette of 
preſentment to his Majeſty when at Exeter, prevailed on himſelf 
to take a deal of trouble with gentlemen who were to be intro- 
duced at the Levee : but, in ſpite of all his intellectual powers, 
which, like his corporeal, are of more than ordinary texture, 
much diſorder happened; indeed the beſt of Kings was three or 
four times nearly overturned. Many were the gentlemen that 
Mr. r. was re to place himſelf behind, to pull down 
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| obliged to run after, and make face to the right about, who 


wha 4 eta F ANT r 
Eier fem the Räu he Kd his cheſen bäudt, 


To view ee, KG ef NA Toe aid im daa? 1 
How farety ftr the häünts ef wiſdom ſerks, | 
Pleas'd with the life of cabbuges and leehks =_ 
Toe e Min, Geiby tajs Fay 
'Tis famins Gade Hit, HRE kn 52, orig g:: * 
Bt bes, en Ciiiedtry's wild wings, ; Wh 
Der, hac like, ber: the gait bf narvel ſpritigh Hut 
Let ery Kihale With the blulf' of ſhame, W. 
That dares to call thet; | Horm a thief of fame. Spe 
Pleas'd to thy wohder's vertex to be en, [IF Be: 
A thoufatid eee not make ms yarn: 
And (O ase „ futary hint) — . f 
The. world will wet as faſt as thou eanſt print. Ho 
Curs'd by ths gooſe's and the ttitic's quill, = 
What tortures tear us, and what Hhottors thrill! — 
This that firiall ir mp, a tooth, a ſimple bone, Bl 
Can make Ef lates 4d great hebe grows; N 
Tear hopeleſs virgins from their happy dream, 9 
And bid for doftors ſtead of ſweethearts ſcream ; - 
In tears the tender toſſing infant ſteep; : * 
Anil from its eyelids bruſh the dews of ſleep; | : 
| Where; with a check in cherub bluſhes dreſt, * 
If ebe Wh fruitleſb eries, its vafliſh'drreſt. A 
Far diff rent, Tou, erect in conſcious pride, 
Goloffal dar'ſt the critic hoſt beſtride; f 
Like yelpitig coward cuts caſt make chen ab a 
And tremble at the poder of thy whip. : 
* 4 How 1 


properly on their knees ; and many were the gentlemen he ws 


uacourteouſly, though unwittingly, in quitting the preſence, 
* turned their unpoliſhed tails on Majeſty. | 
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How hard that thou, a buly volts EEE 

Shouldſt range from one's: to flow? $00 tree tw , 
tree 3:.icrcy. 

Fly loaded home from auube of richeſt, pile, © 
Egyptian, Nubian, Abyfinian thyme; 
And plund'ring * drones upon thing honey thrive, 
Who never gave an atom to the hive}. '+ 1. 
Huge WraLz of mityel-hunters, furthet ſay, I 
And glad the preſent and the future day; 
Speak! did no angel, proud to intervene, | 
Bear thee, lie H Habbakuk, from ſcene to kene? 


Lo! 850 wenne opes her lap to the: 
How niggardly, alas! to-lucklebanet 
Where' er through trackleſs woods thy luckjer wm, 
Marvels, like dew-drops, beam on ev'ry ſpray. 
Bleſt man! whate'er: thou wiſheſt to behold, 
Nature as ſtrongly wiſhes to unfold jj 
Of all her wardrobe offers every Tags | k 
Of which thy {kill hath form'd. a conj'ror's bag. 
Thy deeds are Wantz. covering ours with ſhame | | 
Poor waſted pigmies ! ſkeletons, of fame! | 
To thee how. kindly. hath thy genius gin... 
The maſly keys of yonder ſtar-clad heaw n; = 
With leave, whene'er thou wiſheſt to. unlock it, | 
To put a few eclipſes in thy pocket | als a7 
Nature, where'er thou treach ſt, exalts her form; 
The whiſp'ring zephyr ſwells a howling ſtorm; 
Where pebbles lay, and riy lets purl'd before, 
Huge promontories TM; and Oceans roar. 


Vor. . „ 1a; Fate. 


P Alluding to an = Abridgggent of Mr. Bruce's — 


* 
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Thrice-envy'd man (if truth each volume ſings), - 


Thy life how happy! hand and glove with kings 

A langle ſwain, a ſtranger to a throne, 

I neter fat down with kings to pick a bone! 
For ſmiles I gap'd not, crouch'd not for aſſiſtance; 
But paid my ſalutations at a diſtan ce: 
Yet live, O Kincs, to ſee a diſtant date, 4 1 


> Þ> > > > > - > 


Becauſe I've got a pretty good eſtate; 

A comely ſpot near Helicon, that thrives ; © 

A leaſehold though, that hangs upon your lives; 

Set to Grog KearSLEY, at a | 

Enough for me Poor ſwain, it brings content. 
Were heaven to place a crown upon my head, 

So meek, ſo modeſt, I ſhould faint with dread; _ 
And like ſome honeſt biſhop, with a ſigh, ; 

. Pity my greatneſs, Lord!“ would be my cry. 
Poets, like ſpiders, now-a-days muſt ſpin, 

Eben from themſelves, the threads of life ſo thin. 
Nought pleaſeth now the rulers of great nations, 
But books of wonders, and ſweet dedications. 
Kings, like the mountains of the moon, indeed, 

Proud of their ſtature, lift a lofty head ; 

| Heads, like the mountains alſo, cold 50 raw, 
That, ice-envelop'd, ſeldom feel a thaw. 
Oh, may the worſt of ills my ſoul betide, 
For me if ever love-ſick lady dy'd! 
If fatal darts from theſe two eyes of mine, 

_ Play'd havock with fair ladies hearts, ikeghine: 

No, no! I ever a hard bargain drove, 
And purchas'd*ev'ry atom of my love. 

O Bruce, I'own, all candour, that I look + 

. "With pied bt K 4 ler envy, on thy book; 

oi eh He A book 


- 
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A book like Plalmanazar's, form'd to laſt; - 

That gives th* hiſtoric eye a ſweet repaſt; * 

A book like Mandeville's, that yields delight 
And puts poor probability to fight: 
A book that e'en Pontopidan would- own gt, 
A book moſt humbly offer'd to the Throne; © 
A book, how happy, which the King of Illes 
Admires (ſays rumour), and receiv d wich ſmiles! 


The fool, with equal g gape, aſtoniſh'd ſees, 
Through Wider s glaſſes, elephants and fleas; 
But thou, in MN DER 's ſchool long bred, full grown, 
Art pleas'd indeed with elephants alone : 

Hadſt thou been God, an infa te thy ſight, | 
Thy majeſty had ſcorn'd to make a mite. 
Know, where th' Atlantic holds th” unwieldy whale, 
My heart has panted at the monſter's tail : 

Had Bzxvce been there, th? invincible, the brave, 
How had he daſh'd at once beneath the wave! 
Bold with his dirk the mighty fiſh purſu'd, 
And ſtain'd whole leagues of ocean with his blood; 
Then riſing glorious from the great attack, 
Grac'd with the wat'ry tyrant on his back 


Mid thoſe fair“ iſles, the happy iſles of old, 
Plains that the ghoſts of kings and chiefs patrol'd, 
Theſe eyes have ſeen ; but, let me truth confeſs, 
No royal ſpectre came, theſe eyes to bleſs: Y 
To no one chieftain- phantom too, I vow, - 

With rev'rence, did I ever make my bow: | 

Gone to make room, poor ghoſts, fo FaTz inclines, 

For gangs of lazy Spaniards and their vines. 
Oar But 


*The Canaries, or the Iofuls Fortunata of the Ancients. 


0 


19% 42 COMPLIMENTARY EFISTLE | 

But had thy foot, illuſtrious Tray'ler, trod, 
„Like me, the-precintts of th' Elyſian fod ; 
Full of enquiry, cafy, unconfounded, | 
By ſpectres hadſt thou quickly been ſurrounded; 
Then had we heard thy bock of wonder boat, 
How Baues the brave ſhook bands with * ghoh: 
In vain did I phænomena purſue, he Af 
For Wonder waits upon the choſen few.” 
Whate'er I {aw requir d ng witch's Mans 6. 
. Slight deeds, that Naru RE could with eaſe . 
Audaciqus, toi imp fleſh and ab, 
No golden eag hopp'd into my diſh ; 
Nor crocodilesp e of knowledge led, 
To mark my fi ft their 00zy bed; : 
Nor loaded camels, to proyoke my ſire, 
Sublimely whirl'd, like ſtraws, amid the air; 1k 
Nor, happy in a ſtomach form'd of ſteel,” 
On roaring lions have I made a meal: 
Unequal mine with lions bones to cope; 
Thy jaws can only on ſuch viands ope. 
Oh, hadſt thou trod, like me, the "A ile, 
Whoſe * mountain treats : all mountains with a ſmile; 
Bold hadſt thou climb'd the aſcent, an ealy matter, 
And, nobly daring, fous'd into the crater ; 
Then out agen hadſt vaulted with a hop, 
Quick as a ſweeper from a chimney. top. 
Oh, had thy curious eye beheld, like mine, 
The + iſle which glads the heart with richeſt wine! 
Beneath its vines, with common cluſters crown'd, 
At eve my wand reg ſtgps a N found, 4 

OY Where 


0 Tereriffc, 
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Where roſe * hut, and, neither rich"fior dect, . 
The wife and huſband; ſeated at the dor, 
Touch'd, when the labours of the diy were bene, 
The wire of muſie to the ſetting ſung 
Where, bleſt, a tender offspring, rang'd - wound; 
Join'd their ſmall voices to the filver ſound. 

But had ine eye this fimple ſcehie ex r= AA. 
The man at otiee had ſprung a  ſeeptred 

Princes and prineeſſes the bedrns had —1 ; 

The hut a palace, and the wife a queen ; IS. 
Their golden harps had raviſhidithy two ears, 
And beggar d all the niuſic of the Peres; 
So kind is NATURE always be, 

When viſited by favourites; M / | 
Strange ! thou haſt ſeen the land, that, to its ſhame; 
Ne'er heard our good — s yirtues, not his name! 
I've only ſeen thofe' regions, let me ſay, 

Where his great virtues never found their way. 
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Alas, I never met with royal ſcenes ! 

No vomits gave to Abyſſinian queens! _ 

Drew not from royal arms the purple tide, 

Nor ſcotch'd with fleams a ſceptred ** s hide; 

Not, in anatomy fo very ſtout, | 

Ventur'd to turn a princeſs inſide out; 

Nor, bluſhing, ſtripp'd me to the very ſkin, 

To give a royal blackamoor a grin. 

I never ſaw (with ignorance I own) 

Mule-mounted Monarchs ſeek th*, imperial throne ; 

Which mule the carpet ſpoil'd a dirty beaſt ! 

Firſt ſtal'd; then==What?—Onzyion' cloud the 
reſt, 2 
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IL fa no king, whoſe ſubjects form'd a riot, 
And, imp ne, howl'd around him for his quit f 
Nor have I been where men (what loſs, alas!) 
Kill Hut a cow, and turn the reſt to gras. 
Where er, great Trav'ler, thou art pleas'd to gread, 
The teeming ſkies rain wonders on thy bead. 
No common birth to greet thine eye i 
But ſacred labours of a thouſand years. 
Where er the Nile ſhall pour the ſmalleſt ba. 
The rills ſhall curl into the name of BRucg. 
And, lo! a uni bis praiſe: ſhall utter, 
Who, firſt of found the parent gur, 
And, let me ters too the QOu nE, 
Without whoſe W the Nile had never been, 
Thus many a man, whoſe.deeds have made a pothas 
Has . had a ſourvy father or a mother. 
O form'd in art and ſeience to ſurpaſs; 
To whom e'en VALoux is an arrant aſs; | 
O Bauer, moſt ſurely TRAVvEL's eldeſt ſon ; - © | 
Tell, prithee, all that thou haſt ſeen and done? | 
I fear thou hideſt half thy feats, unkind : 
A thouſand wonders, ah! remain behind ! 
Where is the chariot-wheel with PRHA ROAH'S name, 
Fiſh'd from the old Red Sea to ſwell thy fame? 
Where the Were doe with ORE ROAH'S arms, an 
| une 
6 Where wicked apa 124 his hoſt wire worre: 
Were of that ſtone a lice; and freſh account, 
Giv'n by the Lonb to Moszs on the Mount? A 
And where a ſlice of that ſtone's elder brother, 5 
That, broken, fore d th u tr W * 
ther! N 
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Where of FIR cradle too, x ſacred ruſh? one” 
Where a true charcoal of the burning buſh ? 77 
And oh, the jewel, curious gem, diſcloſe, 

That dangled from the Queen of th 75 
When, with hard queſtions, and two —_— _ 
She rode to puzzle Solomon the Wiſe !: - 
Sagacious Terrier in Discovery” s mine, 
Shall Naxrunxz form no more a noſe. ine | 
No more diſplay'd the pearls of wonder beam 
When thou, great man, are paſt the Stygian — 
To Afric wilt thou never, BRH return? 
Howl, Britain! Europe, A ern!!! 
Droop ſhall Discovzxv's A boſom 2 8 
And MaRvEL. meet no more the raviſn'd eye; 
NaTurz outſtep her modeſty no more; 
Her cataracts of wonder ceaſe to roar, A K yy A 
Forc'd to a gommon channel to ſubſide, 

And pour no longer an aſtounding tide? 

O did not yet the lucky labours ceaſe; r 
Still let the Land of Wonder feel . . 
Thy loads of dung, delightful ordure, * I b.4 8 
And bloſſom with fertility-the field: | 
Gates, hedges mend, that IoNORANGE: pull'd cok 
And bring in triumph back each kidnapp'd town. 
Though Envy damns thy volumes of cite £147. 
Bleſt I devour them with unſated eyes 
What though ſour Jon NSN cry'd, with cynic ſneer, 
« I deem'd at firſt, indeed, Baves had been ons! | 
* But ſoon the eye of keen.inyeltigation - 0 
% Proy'd all the fellow's tale & fabrication. 
But who, alas! on JonxNsow's word relies, 
Who -_ the too kind North with ene eyes; 


Who | 


wy 


; Still 0 Faxcy's terple doit thou boaſt petenz 


A ſtyle char pe Kavurruito knew! 


Again attempt a nian ſun! 
Les, go; 2 ſcond journey, Bauen, . 


Bid him diſgorge (by mederns call'd a hum), 


And, what all rarities muſt needs furgaſs,” 


/ 
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Grant ion half thy volumes of furpriſe, . 
High in the ſcale of merit ſhalt thou r . 


For thine the naru avis of invention! 


And ksb-amidft thy-work of lab'ring years,” by | 


A dignity ef egotifm appears; bl 
A ſtyle that elafigiauthors ſhould purſue; 


Thon dear manzymauntain of dlcovery, aa, 


More volumes eb rich hiſt'ry bring to view. 


O run, ere Tins. the ſpectred tombs invade, 
And ſeize the cxumbling wonders from the fad; 


Crowd with * ne ſtruck 100 n 4 


page, 
And nach the faling grandeur ——— 
Gire that old TIM a vomit too, and dra 


More of Egyptian marvels from his maw; 


Scratch d hy ten thouſand trav lers, Memnon's bum; 


The tail, tho curious tail: of Balaam's afs. 


Say, what ſhould ſtop, O Brves, — 
Of Fans the fü tite and no child of Prax? 


Danczs'sluge formy fo. dread to vulgar eyes, 
Pants at : 6% tes, 5 


» Ake 3. philoſopher and con ſerc 


© ] 
"Wh eee frenafby aig) 
For „ eee wont Mehr" 
And, bens from decent andeur. to depart, 
Allawtdiz:Scotchman-neithey head nor hee? 


Where 
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Where other trav'lers, fraught wich terror, roam, 
Lo! Baues in Wonder. Land is quite at home; 
The fame cool eye on Nartwss's form — — 
Lions and rats, the cutter and the eleu n 
Whate'er thine action, wonder crowds the tale 
It ſmells ef Brobdignag=it boaſts a feale! 
Fond of the tofty, Bauen no pigmy eV 
Who likes a pigmy, that a giant moves? * | 
Again—what pigmy, with & form of lh! * 
Loſt in his ſhadow, likes the Mam or Gerne 
The bowerly hoſteſs, for + cart herſe fit, | 
Scorns DapHWRE“Ss W „ calls her. 
chit ; 25 
Whilſt on the: rough 22 of Wau 
Contemptuous Dæ HNA FIN" * n A —_ . 
=... - 
Pity ! parle Uns Möse Monde feet a pauſe | 
More than half.fmother'd- by fair Fan's tate. 
I ſee thee ſafe return*d from MaRVIL's mine, 
Whoſe gems in ev'ry rock ſo precious ſhine ; 
Proud of the product of a world unknoõ]-ũ © 
Unloading alk thy treaſure at the throne; 
While courtiers cry aloud with ovie'aecord,”'. 
<« Moſt-mary'lous is the reign of George the Tur 
How like the butchers boys we ſometimes mect, 
Stuck round with-bladders; in a Eondon ſtreet; 
In full bloum majeſty who move, and drop 
The bloated burden in an Ot man's hop ; 
While country bumpkine gazing” at the foot; 
Cry they ner reh 20 vine apt bevore l 


I fee old NIL, the king of 1 Ah ariſe, 
Shake hands, N a thes on d happy eyes; 


* Otters 
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Otters and alligators in his train, A ae 
Made by thy gve immortal volumes vain 
Weaſels and polecats, ſheregrigs, — 
Seen and ſmelt only by thine eyes and noſe. 
* Son of the Arts, and Couſin of a King, Non * 
Loud as a kettle-drum whoſe actions ring 1 
Exclaims the king of floods, © thy books Pve nead; ! 
And, for thy birth-place, envy Brother TIS 
O Bavcs, by Fa for ever to be ſung; 
Job's war-horſe fierce, thy neck with thunder ha: 
When envious DgaTH ſhall put thee in his ſtable, | 
Snipp'd life hl . that ſhould have been? a 
4 cable; Bo 0 | 
| Lo! to thy them ry halt the marble fall, 
© Mauſoleum: huge, and all thy actions tell! 
Here, in fair ſculpture, the recording ſtones 
Shall give thee glorious, cracking lions bones; 145 
There, which the ſqueamiſh ſouls, of Britain n 
Rich ſteaks devouring from the living ox: 
Here, ſtaring on thee from the realm of water, 
Full many a virtuoſo alligator; | 
There, Bxucs informing- queens, in naked Nice [ 
The feel and colour of a Scotſman's hide: 
Here of the genealogy a tree, 791 
Branching from SolLouox's wiſe unk 8 to thas: * 
There, with a, valour 2s could dare with. 
ſtand, 7 Ape Ti. es. 
Baux bghriag an . — to hand? 
Which dread hyæna (hat a beaſt, 1 Ds: 
Fought with a pound of candles in his mouth: 
Here temples burſting. glorious on the view, 
Which His r' Rv, though a golbp, 1 never knew; * 


There 
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There columns ſtarting from the earth and flood, 
Juſt like the razor-fiſh from ſand aud mud: 

Here a wiſe Monarch, with voracious rr 
Receiving all thy drawings and thy books; 2 
Whilſt Faux behind him all ſo ſolemn nge . 
The liberal ſpirit of the beſt of Kings. Wo 


Man ſays, ( 0 Baucx, that thou wert bardiz us "a; 
That our great King at firſt thy book refus d; 
Indeed look'd grimly midſt his courtier crew, 
Who, gentle courtiers! all look'd grimly too! 
Thus when in black the lofty Sv looks down, 
The ſympathizing Sz reflects a frown; 
Vale, cattle, reptile, inſea# man and aid, 

All mope, and ſeem to ſorrow in the ſhade. 


Steep is th' forks; and narrow is the null 

Ah me! thtz leads to Fan's divine abode : 

Yct thick, (through lanes, like pilgrimaging rats, 

Unaw'd by mortals, and unſcar'd by cats 

With crawling hoſts attempt her ſacred fane, 
And dizzy, drunk-like, tumble back again; 

| Faſt as the ſwains, whoſe arms the damſels fill, 
Embrace of elegance! down Greenwich-Hill ; 
Whilſt thou, Briareus like, with dauntleſs air, 
Reſolv'd to raviſh Faus, immortal Fair, 
Juſt like our London bullies with the w 
Haſt ſeal'd the cloud-capt height, and fore'd her 

doors! | 

O form'd the trav'lers of the eaſt to "IO 5 


Although thy pow'rs are mighty, learn to ſpare: : 
Dog ſhould not prey on dog, the proverb ſays : 
Allow then brother-travlers,, crumbs of praiſe ; 


< 
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Laus thee, let others reap applauſe, and tiſe 

By daring viſits to Egyptian ſkies : SEE 
But calthly, 16!" thou canſt-at ſee them pan; 
This is à rogue or fool And that's an afs,?? - 
Thus on a tree, whene' er the weather's find, 
Jack Kxren, the Sripzn, weaves the fuß 
Beneath a leaf he hides with watchful eye, * 
Now darts, and roping hangs the trav 'fing Fix. 
Again, moſt tireſome, let me ſay, Go, go, N 
Proceed, and all about it let us know: 
Led ſafely by thine enterpriſing ſtar, 

| Hyznas ſhall not with th journey war 
|  Uneat by tigere Gare the foreſts gloomy” 
| To bid the barren field of knowledge bloom: a 
Wave Oer new pyramids thine eagle wings; 
And, hound - like, ſcent freſh tombs of antient kings, 
Which Tins had buried with the mighty __ 
And cold QzL1viow ſwallow'd in her ade: 
And mind, (tis His r' Ax's province to — r 
That tales are ſweeteſt, that ſound moſt like lies. 
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ter BOSWELL tie 4 4 mare mine tart 
of diftindtion, I have added an ODE, in ny be 
Manner; to this" Complimentary Epiſtle, which 
the 1 4 wi Epifile ta vid er "OI can. 


ons TO 143488 BRI, bk 


O zruCE, for this his hart nd Pg 
Perhaps thou bid'ſt the gentle bard © go: whiſtlez” - 


Or ſomewhat weeds; 1 wn einm as 


knights N 
That is to ſay, knights of the blade, Las. 
One time ſo buſy in the dubbing der 8 e 
That, like to ſilver, it was ſhoulder'd * 


Bity ! by dungry critics thou ſnouldſt fall, - 
So clever, and ſo form'd to pleaſe us all! 


Thou too, by royal favour all ſurrounded, 
As balm ſo rich, like cloves and nutmegs pounded! 
Thus the Bae Fox, (how cruelly, alack!) 
Turn'd ont with turpentine upon his back, 
Amidſt the war gf.hqunds and Hunters flies; 

_y ſport ; but, luckleſs, by his fragrance dies! 


Safe film the fury of the critic hounds, 
0 ana * treadeſt Auen e 7 
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Nor can our Britiſh noſes hunt thy fol : 
Indeed, thou ed'ſt not dread th* event; 
| Surrounding clouds deſttagthe ſcent, 5 
And mock their moſt fgacious toil: 
Ves, in thy darkneſs thou ſhalt leave the 
For hares, the hunters ſay, run beſt in e 1 


Of thee and me, two great phyſicians, ; '2 
How diff” rent are the diſpoſitions ! n op 
Thy ſoul delights in wonder, pomp, and buffle; 
Mine in th umarvellous and placid ſcene, a 
Plain as ti hut of our good King and W ; 
[ imitate the ſtstionary muſcle.  _ 8 


Yet, boldly thou, O Bzvcs, again proceed; 
Of Wonder ope the fountain head; 8 
Deluge the land with Abyſſinian ware; 
DIY: Whilſt L a fimple ſon of peace, 
The world of bagatelle increaſe, t 
By love· ſick ſonnets to the fair: 


Now to Sir Tosepn, now a Duke, now Wren, 
Now Robin Red-breaſt, dedicate the pen; ll 
Now! Glow-worm, child of — and light, not 

— 
To whom, of wicked wits the ak art, 
So very. apt, indeed, from truth to ſtart, 
Compares the nightly. ſreet-meand'ring dame. 


Mild InszcT, hartileſs as myſelf, I wee; 
Thou little planet of the rural ſcene, 
When ſummer warms the vallies with her ray; 
Accept a trifling lone: to thy-praiſe. 


* A houſe cloſe * the glorious caſtle of . 


* 


ro JAMES" BRUCE, Eso 20% 


Baer ranger, . to iny geld, 999 
Here feed i in ſafety, here thy radiance yield; 8 
To me, oh, nightly. be thy ſplendor giv n! 
Oh, could a wiſh of mine the ſkies command, 
How would I gem thy leaf with lib'ral hand, 

With ev'ry ſweeteſt dew of Heav'n! 


Say, doſt thou kindly light the Fairy tin, | 3 
Amidſt their gambols on the ſtilſꝶj plain, OY 
Hanging thy lamp upon the moiſten'd. blade 
What lamp ſo fit, ſo pure as thine, : 
Amidſt the gentle elfin band to ſhine, 


And chalg. the horrors of the midnight. had! 


Oh! may n@ feather'd foe diſturb thy bow'r, 
And with barbarian beak thy life deyour! 

Oh! may no ruthleſs torrent of the ſky, _ 
O'erwhelming, force thee from thy dewy ſeat; 
Nor tempeſts tear thee from thy green retreat, 
And bid thee midſt the humming myriads die! 


Queen of the inſect world, what leaves delight! 
Of ſuch theſe willing hands a bow'r ſhall form, 

To guard thee from the ruſhing rains of night, 
And Hide thee from the wild wing of the ſtorm. 


Sweet Child of Stillneſs, midi the awful calm 
Of pauſing Naruxx thou art pleas'd to dwell; 
In happy filend@to-enjoy thy balm, 
And * * life a luſtre round thy cell. 


How 


8 . 


$08 A COMPLIMENTARY EPJSTLE, ke. 
|  . How diff rent man, the imp of noiſe and ſtrife, 
Who courts th@ ſtorm that tears and darkens life; 
Bleſt when the paſfions Mild the ſoul invade! 
His nobler far to bid thoſe whirlwinds ceaſe; 
' To _ like thee, the luxury of peace, 


And, filent, ſhine in ſolitude and | 
1% 7 N . % 4 ; ; 
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DISLOYAL ACADEMICIANS, 
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Tis pain Yupdy abe. Anaczzon. | 
Thus for a Mionry Moxarcn to be „ 
Pray were you drunk, or mad, Sirs, or be · devi d 7 
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GENTLE "READER, F 1554928 - RES 


THE foundation of the following Odes is 1 
this— The Preſident of the Royal Academy, happy 
to be able to gratity our amiable Monarch in the 
minuteſt of his predilections, reported lately to the 
Academicians his Majeſty's deſire, that a Mr. Lau- 
RENCE might be added to the liſt of R. A's, his 


Majeſty, from his ſuperior knowledge in painting, 


being perfectly convinced of this young Artiſt's un- 
common abilities, and conſequently fair pretenſions 
to the honouf Notwithſtanding the Royal wiſh, 

and the wiſh of the Preſident, and (under the roſe!!!) 
the wiſh of Mr. BENJAMIN WesT, the Windſor 
oracle of paint, and painter of hiſtory, the R. A.'s- 

received the annunciation- of his Majeſty's wiſh, Sir 
Josnua's wiſh, Mr, WesT's wiſh, yith the moſt 
ineffable ſang-froid, not to call it by the harder 
name, diſguſt, The annunciation happening on the 
night of an glection of Aſſociates, at which Mr. 
LavRENCE gught to have been elefted an Aſſociate 
(a ſtep neceſſary to the more exalted one of R. A.) — 
behold the obſtinacy of theſe Royal mules !—the 
number f votes in, favour of Mr. LAURENCE 
amounted to 5 three, and that of N opponent. 
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212 0 THE READER, 


Mr. WHEATLEY, to ſixteen |! \—Indignant and loyal 
Reader, the Lyric Muſe, who. has uniformly attack 
ed Meanneſs, Folly, Impudence, Avarice, and le. 
oy norance, from her cradle, caught fire at the above 
important event, and moſt loyally poured forth the 
following Odes, replete. with their row a 
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TO THE PUBLI 2 


Genres! [ behold a poor plain-ſpoken. man vi | 
Modeſt as ADDINGTON our SPEAKER, 5 

Amidſt Saint Stephen's patriotic clan, 

WhereInnocencs ſo meek did ne'erlook meeker; 


When with much palpitation, and much dread, 
He turn'd about his pretty Speaker's head, 
One leg juſt rais'd to hop into the chair; ; 
Juſt like a Car in rain amid the ſtreet, 
That fears to wet her white and velvet feet, 
Which for a handſome | gutter-leap prepare! 


« fear I am a moſt unworthy choice,” 


Said Miſter SPEAKER, with a  lamb-like voice! 
* I have but one ſtep more,” he cry d, i 


Keeping his head coquettiſhly aſide. 


How much like CRRISTIE, with his haminier rad, | 
(Caz1sTIE, a public Speaker too, ſo prais'd), 
Looking around him, ſimpering, ſmiling, bowing, 

6 going, * going!” 


Yes, 
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* 


7 Geulla all, a modeſt Bard and OY Wo 
With dove-like mien, and ground-exploring eye; 
| Modeſt as Mifer SyzakxeR at the Lon ps, 
When lowly he did Majeſty. beſeech 
1“ allow his humble Commons uſe of words; 
That is to ſay, a liberty of ſpeech: 


Alſo to . at times a fets· te, 4 
Becauſe a confab royal is a treat; 
Indeed for ſubjedts much too rich, 

As wiſe Kine "Jaws afferted-of the itch : 


Likewiſe to have the privilege of Tick, 
Becauſe a BarLrey i is a meddling rogue, : 
Who, with a hand of iron, or a ſtick, _ , .... 
Stoppeth the travels of our men of vogue! 
Barbarian act, that men of worſhip fret? 
Who'think of loftier things than jd debt; 


| Deep pond'ring ever on the NaTion's good, 
Not on great grealy butchers, taylor knaves, 
Mercers and clammy grocers—compter faves, * 


Who, by their ſtinking [weat, procute their . 


Tradeſmen! a et of vulgar ſwine; _ 
Crutches fox Fox xuxx in a deep decline 
Lo! what a tradeſman's good for, and lo all 
A wooden buttreſs for att ring Wi 


With tears. have L deheld full many a 3 
Moſt brutally by Baili iffs dragg'd along ; 5 

For turnpike, . furgiture, | or houſe's Woes, 
Ul We . or bone ſuch 3 


* 


„ 13 
- „ 


* 


* 


Now *Squiz#'s & tele of much debe 
Belongs to people of no- occupation | 
Who cannot (in their looks we read it) 4 
Get, for a mutton-chop, a little credit 5 8 

Poor Gentlemen how hard, alas their * 
To knuckle to fuch nuiſances of State! | 


Centles, to yon, well pleas d, 1 turn — 
Quitting my fav'rite rambling train; + 
Leaving beloy'd, admir'd, ador'd digreſſion, | 


80 pracis'd by us men of ode-prafeſſon, | n 2 


When we have ſearcely aught to ſing or Ae. Wy. 
And ſneaking Faxcy quits the hyrie lay. 


do remember What Flix thus ty pen, 
Licentious, flander'd. crown: and ſceptre men! 
% Readers, one moment look me in the face! 15 
A Poet not quite deſtitute of grace; 
And anſwer one not bred in FL ATT '' coſe 
Are you, or are you not, a ſet of fools? * 
« Pinning your faith on GzanDeuRr's fleeve— 
* Say, do you, in your conſciences, believe 
„That M never can be weak or mean 
„Add that a M——'s wife, yclept a 
* May not (and why not ?) be a downright flop, 
* Form'd of the coarſeſt rags of NaTure's ſhop ? 
„ I read the anſwer in each viſage No.” 
O Jeſu! can it be? and is it fo? | 
** Put down my book— _ 

Give it not one contaminating: look : 
* 1 ſtare on you with pity—nay, with pain— 
* KratLevy ſhall toſs your 2 back again: 

25 
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188 Get eee poor basel wiſh yo 
<« well; 
e And hear me—Bedlam ns 2 vacant l 


Such were the ſtanzas that I wrote of yore, 
Wen eainced by a King-deriding Clan 

But now I curſe thoſe tenets o'er and oer 
A convert wine ſweet and alter d man? 


The facred force of So 'AH0o NTV 1 feel 
To RovALTv's ſtern port I learn to kneel: 
For Royalties are deem'd moſt ſacred things; 
So ſacred by the Courtiers, that the Bible 1 
May be inform'd againſt,” and prov'd-a libel, 
For ſaying—““ Put no confidence in . 1 


Though this indeed may be interpolation, 


As much was coin'd by Popiſh prieſts and fin, 
For ah! how hard tis for imagination 


To fancy Monarchs or honing and lars! 
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Az I awake, or S 05 ye Gods! 7 
Alas! in waking's favour lie the odds! 

The dev'l it is! ah me! tis really ſo! 0 
How, Sirs! on Majeſty's proud corns to tread! 
Meſſieurs Academicians,. when you're dead, 
| Where can your impudencies hope to go? 


Refuſe a Monarch's mighty orders !— } 
It ſmells of treaſon—on rebellion borders! 


'Sdeath, Sirs! it was the QUzzn's fond with as well, 


That“ Maſter Lauzxnce ſhould come in! 
Againſt a Queen ſo gentle to rebel | 
This is another crying fin ! 


What —not oblige, in ſuck a trifling PF. 
So ſweet a Queen, and ſuch a goodly King 
A Queen unus d to oppoſition-weather— — 
At diſappointment ſo unt d to ſtart— 
So full of dove- like gentleneſs her heart, 
As if the dove had lent its ſofteſt feather, 


* A young portrait-painter of ſome merit. 
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| Each of you, Sirs, has kept a cur, PR EP 
Poor wreteh, how oft his eyes with lightnings dance 
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„ THE RIGHTS OF KINGS, 


e „ 
d "Us 


That heart of gentleneſs to form, 7 "Y 
Unus'd (as I have faid) to oppoſition- ſtorm! | 


Oh let me juſt inform you, one and all, 


That Kings and Potentates, both great and ſmall, 
Born to be humour'd, for obedience battle ; 

Moſt inſtantaneous too muſt be compliance ; 

Refuſal is moſt damnable defiance ;. 
They ſtruggle for't, like children for the rattle. 


But in our mile ſome diff rence lies— _ 
We whip a bantling when it kicks and eries, 
Fully determin'd not to pleaſe it: 
But lo! the children that poſſeſs a crown 
(Young Herculeſes) knock us down, 
And, angry for the bauble, ſeine it. 


How he looks up te Maſter for a ſmile! 


| Shakes his imploring head with wriggling wy 


Now whining yelps, now pawing to prevail, 
Eager with ſuch anxiety the while ; 


And if a pat ſhould bleſs the whining feriper, 


Lord, how the animal begins to caper Y 


Thus ſhould it be with ſubje&s and great Kinge— 


But you are ſtrangers to theſe humble things. 
For ſhatne! upon che courtier's creed go look— 
And take a leaf from humble Hawxsz'zv's book; 


Or ſweet” neek-bending” water-grael LRRDS, a 


Who Majefty with pap of flatt'ry feeds 
Which pap, if highly relith'a, Wil of courſe, © 
Rewarded, make him MasTER or THE Hors. 


Where 


\ 


THE RIGHTS OP KINGS. 219 
Where was PRBROOAT IVA I—aſſeep ? 
A blockhead, not a better watch to keep 
In this moſt ſolemn, moſt important hour! 
Why heard we not the thunder of bis vice; 
Saw down your gullets cramm'd the royal * 
80 eaſy to the 1 iron arm of Power-? | 


Why flept his ſledge, ihe guardian of- a crown, 
So ee d to knock unruly raſcals-down ? 
Ah me! PrxEerOGATIVE ſeems nearly dead. 
Behold his tatt'ring. limbs and palſied bead; 
Sunk in their orbits his dim eyes; 
His teeth dropp'd out; and hark! his voice banks 
A mouſe behind the wainlcot-—eupucy ſqueak ! 
« Ah! non ſum qualis eram, ' now he ſighs, | 0 
To ev'ry body's call, ah! now ſo pliant! 
Sad ſkeleton of once 2 ſturdy gant? *. 


Poor bending ſhrivell'd form, but juſt ag 

Art thou that bully once—PREROGATIVE ? 

Where is the mien of Mans, the eye's wild tare, 

A meteor darting horror with its glare? 

How like a BRANDY-DRINKER, who on flame 
Feeds with a roſy beacon- face at firſt; 

But by his enemy InTEMP RANCE We 5 
Yields to that victor of mankind with ſhame ; 
Pale, hobbling, voiceleſs, erawling to decay, 

Juſt like a paſſing Galant wx ah 


Bedchamber Folds a are all i in ire— | 

The Maids of Honour all en fire; LES 

Nay, though deſpotically ſhav'd, the Cooks, 

Bluff on th — put on bull's-bect . . 
| And 
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THE RIGHTS OF KINGS 


And really this is very. grand behaving, " "i 
So nobly to forgive the famous ſhaving F*- 


See Madam SCHWELLENBERG moſt eat-like ſtare; ; 
And though no fay'rite of the King 
She cries,” © By Got, it ſhock and make ny hat. 

 Upright—it is ſo dam dam ſaucy ting.” 2 


7 


ySTANHOPE, perchance, will claſp you in his arms; : 


And Prictz's Ghoſt, with eloquence's charms, - 


Will, from his tomb upſpringing, ſound Se A 


But know, I deem not ſo of EDMUND Burks : 


He nobly ſtyles the deed © a d. mn d day's work ky" | 


Superior he to cutting royal claws. | 
Mun very juſtly thinks the human back 


Should be to Kings a fort of humble hack; 


That ev'ry ſubje& ought to wear a ſaddle, 


O'er which thoſe great unn, King, way 


Reraddle. 


ODE. Ik 


Tia fined Aﬀembly of che French will 1 nude, 


At this diſgrace of our fair iſle: _ 
Meisen k FAYETTE the Great, and Co. 15 
And order the Aeby of the Nation | 
To ſend you ſweet con „ 


What haſt thou to coin of each, chou PE 
Compar'd to Kings, 9 and a ſhrimp! 


Sox ae oa bo bot JE 


10¹ | 


* 
* 
"THE RIGHTS or Kinds. . 9 
Lo! when from Windſor mighty Kings arrive, 
Like London mack'rel, all alive! 
Terrenes of flatFry are prepar'd ſo hot 


By courtiers—a delicious pepper- pot; 
Which, to be ſure, the royal maw flevours, 
Kings boaſting very ſtrong digeſtive pow s. 

A PoxrEx thus, lock'd up a week, FRAY 
Half ftarv'd, and longing for à ſtekæ; 
Behold him now turn'd looſe fo wild to eat 
Gods | how he gobbles down the broth and meat! 
Yes, flatt'ry-ſoups are all prepar'd ſo hot, 

And I have hinted, a fine pepper-pot : 


7 mY 


Side-diſhes too of curtſies, bows, and Cotta _ 


With ſtare and wonder in all ſorts of ſhapes; = 
Attentions darting from the full-tretch'd eye, | ov; 
That not 'a royal glance may paſs unheeded by: if 


Attentions ſharp as thoſe of Lumpy, ba” He = 
At cricket ſxill'd to catch the flying ball; = 
While you _ (abominable han, * 


„ 


Think = 2 108 8 you are dnl 
Think of the patronage to Painters all! 


Not a poor ſhallow rill confin'd to WAN. 
But torrents that like Niagara fall. 


Yes; Groger is gen'rous—watches all your wants, 
And pours his foſt'ring rains upon his plants. 

Then, meeting ſuch a friend, ye ought to cry, 

- Glory be to GzorgE on high : 7 


Thus, when two clouds approach, a wand' ring pair, 
As oft it happens, mid their walks in air; 


Tae | 
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Though dne be rich, the other poor eum 

= In rare electric matter, how they greet! 
Wich what delight they ſeem to meet; 

And, pleas' d, with all the fire of friend{bip roarl; 


GzorGs, 0 ye raggamuffins, loves you deurly; 
| Sends you rare pictures for improvement yearly; 
Buys up your works, and much commiſſion Sn 
To Hiſt' ry, Portrait, Landſcape-men—" ; 
Careful as of a chicken 2 good hen tha: hr 4 
Thus like an Alderman each Limner lives. 


Les; a good | ben ſee her wing diſplay? d, 
To warm, protect you with parental ſhade : 
But you, a flock. of vile rebellious chicken, 
Are all for mounting on your mother's back, 
With threat ning beak and noiſy ſaucy clack, 
Her eyes out, trying to be picking; 
Againſt her blaſphemouſly ſwearing ; 
This is undutiful beyond all bearing, 
Where er the plaintive cry of Wax appears, 
Cock'd, like 2 greyhound ; are the King 8 tay, 
2 ears . 7 
Ready for ſuch poor nn to bake and brew!” 
/ circummſtance behey'd by very few! 
Thus, to Pa1L680rny's ſurpriſe, 
A. pig * legd he Lighting gk. the « hes 
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Briozwr his Majeſty is: * A hk 
Tremble, ye rogues, and tremble all the nation! 
Suppoſe he takes it in his royal head, 

To ſtrike your Academic Idol dead; 
Knock down your. Housz,. diſſolve you in his ire, 
» And ſtrip Jen of your boaſted n 


To bend a piece of iron to your will, 
You always make that iron hot; 
For then it aſks but little force and . 
Its ſturdineſs is quite forgot; 


But lo! it is quite otherwiſe with man! 
Make him red- hot, and bend him as you ein; 
So widely diff'rent are the metals, 
Compoſing man, or kings indeed, and kettles | 


Oft has he left th Queen and Windfor town, 
Oft from the faſcinating Dairy fo mn, 


To raiſe the Arts with all his mighty „ | 


And hold high converſe with the folks of Town; : 


From lofty CarTHAGE thus, by Joys! 8 decree, | 
On nobler works than thoſe of love, intent, 
EN EAS from the widow Dido went. 


And, full of pity, put off to ſea! —_ | 


Vain of your academic hondurs, main, 


I fay again, 
Idly you deem'd yourtres the rt of men 
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You Purn'd the hand which-rais'd you nts to notice | 
By all the Gods, unfortunately, ſo tis! 


Full oft, by FoxTune, man is play'd a trick; 
Too often ruin'd by her glittering toys, © © pr 

Juſt like the eandLe's luckleſs wick PET” | 

X ene by bad luſtre that Aeon # 


' * « mw” 
gunmen o———_—_— ; 1x4 
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a turns me, like a napkin, pale; 
RzBELL1on chills me into ſtone ; | 
t Tell not in Gath the tale, 


- publiſh i in the ſtreets of Aſcalon.” 


Copy the manners of a Court : 
There (thanks to EpvcarTiIon for't) 
' , SUBMISSION cow'ring creeps, with fearful « eye, 6 
Unceafing bends the willowy neck to ground, 
In rey'rence, abject and profound, 
T0 humbly) modeſt to behold 8 ky : 


There, all alive too, Haws ATTENTION bis, 
To ftudy Royal Hyunovk's various fits, 
Wich wings expanded, ready to fly poſt, 
To Eaſt, to Weſt, to North, or South, 
To cater for a Monarch's mighty mouth, 


To get him bak d, or grill'd, or boil'd, or da 


Ne fexmpers to pick up each bit of news, | 
Which full-fed London ew ry moment ſp—s : 
Then to the Palace the rich treaſure bears, 


And pou the whole into the royal ears. 
There 
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There ADUBATION, with? her flver tongue, 
Sweeter than Philomela's ſweeteſt ſong, ©, 
. Says unto Majeſty ſuch things ! 
Tells him that CSR won not half bis fame; 
That ALEXANDER was a childiſh name, 
Compar'd to his—the King of Kines! : 


Now ſmiling, ſtaring huge ſurpriſe, . 
With ſuch a brace of wonder-looking eyes, 
On all the words from Majeſty that dart; 
As if bright gems, as large as eggs of pullety 
Flow'd from the King's Goleonda gullet, 
Enough, indeed, to load a cart: 

Her mouth ſo pleas'd the treaſures to devour! 
Wide as the port-hole of a Seventy-four ! 


Such is the picture of a Palace ſcene, 

Drawn by an amateur, I ween : 

The outline chaſte, and eaſy flowing; 

The colouring not a whit too glowing. 
Such, ſuch. is ADULATION, charming maid ! . 
Whoſe conduct you won't copy, I'm afraid. - 
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Ar e lo! the foul a — 

At ſuch the royal mind revolts; Ys: 1 

Hates it as much as ſticks, the cats and curs, 

Or curbs, and whips, and * n 
colts. 
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Go, Sire, to Court upon a gala day: 
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5 Too welf Lknow, that you the Great deſpiſe; $558 


Molehills, inſtead of 1 in ; your eyes: i 


"Tis wrong! 


I often rev'rence GRANDEUR in my ſong, / 


. 


Soon as the ſoldiers cry aloud, " Make way | ys * 
| How gloriouſly the Courtiers ſtrut it by, 9 
In gorgeous elothes of ſilk and gold, 
With ſuch an elevated front, and bold, 

With ſuch ſtate · conſequence in either eye; 


So much above the ground on which they ſtrut, 


So ſtiff, ſo ſtake- like, all the pompous, pack, 
As though Dame NaTuzz had forgot to put 
The joints of manners to the neck and back. 


O glorious ſight !- this no one dares deny; 
And lo! I'd lay. conſiderable odds, 

That man who ne'er divinities did ſp , 
Would really take them for a pack of gods! 


Grant that the Great are ignorant —what then? 


Still are they folks of worſhip—ſtill great men; 


Though flogg'd through ſchools, and baniſh'd from 


a college, 
Although not one inch broad their minds, I ween: 
The utmoſt boundary of all their knowledge, 


The Game- act and JohN NicnoLs? Magazine. 


Still men of worſhip muſt they all appear, 
Bzixcs we little people ſhould reve re? 
Tis nat'ral to revere the folk on high ; - 
To- rev'rence, do! our infancies i | 3 * 
Well do I recolle& how oft my eye 
Aa the en and _ of Gingerbread 21 


King 
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King David, Solomon, and that brave Queen®* 
Who rode fo far to ſee, and to be ſeen: 

Though hungry as a hound, with pence in ſtore, 

+ When in their glory on the ſtalls I met em; 
Though longing to devour them o'er and o er, 
deem'd it ſaerilege to eat em 5 
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Tur light of Rzason is a little ray, 
But {till it ſhows us the right way: | 
Indeed, the GeNTLEWwOMAN makes no blaze, 
No bonfire tempting a fool's eye to gaze— 

A modeſt dame, remote,. and calm, and coy, 
And never playeth gambols, to deſtroy. 


But Exron, what a-meretricious jade; 
Amidſt her trackleſs wilds immers'd in ſhade, 
To tempt the filly and unwary! Nt 
Her meteor, lo! ſhe lights —here, there, 
Up, down, ſhe dances 1 it—now far, now. near, | 
In mad and riotous vagary. 


On the fools wander, in purſuit ſo fines 


And love of this ſame gariſh light; | 
All on a ſudden goes this meteor out; 


And caught, like badgers, in the ſack of night, a, 


BlunWring, and trying to get back agen, 
They rott about i in vain, 1 e men. N 


; Q2 


Her Majeſty of Sheba, 
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Thus you ae all proceed! | 
You are thoſe Bapcess, n indeed! | 


There ſeems an ardent ſpitit, to my mind, 

A Revolution ſpirit, mongſt mankind : 
A ſpark will now ſet kingdoms in a blaze, 
That would not fire a barn in former days; 
$0 lately turn'd to-touchwood is each State— 
So whimſical indeed the ways of FaTz ! 


Pray, Sirs, both old and young, ye n ad 
muddy, 

Did ever you make cuckoldom your ſtudy ? 

P'rhaps not, if rightly. I divine 

But, Gentlemen, I've made it mine. 


This ftate of man, and let me add obſcenity, 
Is not a fituation of betweenity, 

As ſome word-coiners are diſpos'd to call't— 
Meaning a mawkiſh, as-it-were-iſh ſtate, 
Containing neither love nor hate— | 

A ſort of water-gruel without ſalt. 


Know then, that Cucxozpom's all eye, all eat, | 
All ſmell, all taſte, and} faith! all feeling: 
His ſenſes ſharp as thoſe of cs appear, 
To right, to left—as quick as ſoldiers wheeling, 
To catch a wife's bad fame, alas! not praiſe ; 
Thus ſetting traps to ſqueeze his future days; 


Watering with one eternal tear the e, 
And making lovely Lirz one lengthen'd ſigh : 
A pair of antlers his—he ſits on thorns— - 
He nothing ſees but horns, horns, horns! 


/ 
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Nay, to the Cuckold 1 in . lo, | * | 
On either ſide his head a horn appears 

Tremendous! but Mhich all his neighbours know 
Are only one huge pair of aſs's ears. 


Then pray diſmiſs your jealouſies and frights ;. Ss 
Our M——þ means not to invade your rights : - 
It never, never was a Royal plan— 

For BRUTvUs is an honourable man!“ 

Greater from CHauBERS ſhould be all your fears, 
Whoſe Hovse is tumbling faſt about your ears, 


ODE VII. 


The King (God grace him) wiſhes you to ſhines 

He rais'd the building with your caſh and mine. | 
But what is wealth ? what, W trifling 

things 

To ſwell the mighty volume of its fame, 

He call'd it Roval—thus he gave the name; 
Which proveth the, munificence of Kings 

Heav'ns, what a preſent ! ah, well worth poſſeſſing? ' 
Lo! on a level with a Biſhop's bleſſing ! 1 


Dourriax (fo ſays His T'RV, with a 4800 
Would quit affairs of ſtate, to hunt a fly: 

But we have no ſuch trifle- hunting Kings— 
Europe knows no ſuch miſerable things {. 

Her Princes gallop on a larger ſcale; 

No flippant nat but the ound "I whale! 


Green 
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Gronck wiſhes not to give the dome a grave; ny 

Not to deſtroy, he cometh—but to ba. at 

Not like Dame Naruxx, who compoſes forms... 
The faireſt for the faſcinated eye; 

Then ſends her lightnings, flopds, and ſtorms, 
To bid the beauteous flowrets die | 


44 


When once a woman's handfome, ſmart, aol dere: | 
In God's name let her bloom for even- 
Ah! could 1 ſnatch Tie” 8 ploughſhare from bs 
„ 5 
Who, with that eaſe a . Kirts his 1 
Furrows ſo cruelly o'er the faireſt face 
- Relentleſs as a Mohawk, on he goes, 

Cuts up the lily and the roſe, 
Roots up each wavy curl, and bend £ the neck of 

grace 


Ah 1 could I ſimply do but this, 
The ſweeteſt lips would give me many A kiſs. 


By raiſing, then deſtroying like a Turk, 

It ſeems as though Tims did not like his work; 
As though he wanted ſomething better ſtill, 
Than &'er was manufactur'd at his mill. 


And yet how exquiſite, of charms the crop 
In Meſdames Johxsox S, *KeiLy' 8. *WiNDg0R's 
55 ſhop, a 
Or rather hot-houſe— Lord, if fond of billing, 
What grace, for guineas, we may find! _ 
Nay, in the ſtreets, if cheapnels fuits our mind,] 
Ws. pike Cleopatras for a ſhilling ! 


1 | 0 ee | 


Y The prieſiefſes 1 wwe Cyprian Goddeſs. | 
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O BzavTy, how thou ſte: eſt me away! 
Born, thou ſweet WIr on, thy PozT to beguile! 
Thy fool, idolater, by night, by day, 
He feels a chain in ev'ry ſmile. 
Thou Tyrant of my heart, let go my pen 
I muſt, will ſpeak to Academie men. 
Sirs ! ſhould the RovAL Eacrt, from his beight, 
Dart on your puny forms, his eye of flame, | 
And wanton, juſt to exerciſe his might, 
(Deeming you no ignoble game) | 
Should pounce on your 'owl-backs, ſo ſtout, _ .. 
How would a cloud of feathers fly about! & 
The thunder of his beak, for falling, ripe; _ 
What figures you would cut within his gripe ! 


This can the Kine or Is LES perform know it: 
Yet, though of pow'r ſo full, he will not ſhow it. 
Too ſoon your band its weakneſs would deplore! 

A erab in a cow's mouth—no more! q 


Say, don't ye tremble at th' affronted name? 
Where lurks the burning bluſh of ſhame ? 
Alas! that ſymptom of remaining grace 
Knows not to tinge an Academic face! 

Sons of the Dev'l like you, rebelhous, hear 
It is for Kings to burden us to bear. 


I own P've ſaid (and glory i in the advice), 
Be not, O King, as uſual, over-nice+ 
Dread fire, (to take a phraſe from Ci,, 
© Bite em 
Jo pour a heavier vengeance on the clan, 
* Knight A 
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Tim modern French _ — much like 
fire, 

Which a good dies he doth require— 
| 'Too much inclin'd to proye an evil ; 

A fire that needeth to be well ſecur'd, 

Well iron'd, pinion'd, and immur'd, 

Which otherwiſe would play the devil ; 
Vet if on politics a hard may prate, 

I deem their Monarch's jacket rather ſtrait: 
Mxspauzs Pois8ARDEs, twas ſhockingly ill-bred, 
To fling your flounders at your MonarcH's head. 
Though, Venus-like, deſcended from the flood, 
*Twas baſe, ye ſweet DiviniTIEs of Mud. 

To this great truth, a UNIVERSE agrees, 
He who lies down with dogs, will riſe with fleas." 
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How applicable ! 10. you took advice, 

Tm ſure, from that Axch-DEvIL, Docrox Paicr, 
And SrAN HO ER—who ſo praiſe the French and clap, 
For catching Kings, like polecats, in a trap, 


Oh, may I never be. but ere I King, | | 
Like ropes ſhauld I conſider laws ; 

\ Preventing, when I wiſh'd it, a good Teng 
Hand-cufts to bind my lion claws, 


A ſet of articles implies miſtruſt— 

How can the Lorp's ANoINTED be unjuſt ? 

We never ſhould believe ſuch things 

As doubt the wiſdom of the King or KinGs: 
What 


* 


ruf al TS or KMU 1 | 
What the LozD chooſes muſt be good, | 
Although he ſend us but a piece of wah 
Ev'n * CHESTERFIELD, that atheiſtic dog, 
Declares he has a rev'rence for Kino Loo. 
« When will that lucky day be born, that n 
« A bridle for the wn cg} of Kings? 5 
% Too flowly moves, alas! the loit'ring hour. 
When will thoſe tyrants ceaſe to fancy Man 
« A Dog in PrRovipexce's lev'ling plan, 
4 To crouch and lick the blood-ſtain d 2008 of | 
« Pow-Rf.. . | 
Such is your moſt unkingly cry 1 
And lo, I tell it with a figh ! 
Rank is in man the itch of oppoſition, . 
Which wanteth a good whip for a . | 
You keep bad company that turns your head—= 
So hungrily you ev'ry thing devour, 
That tends to clip the wings of royal pow'r, 
Which like the eagle's pinion ought to ſpread ; 
So greedily ſuck in REBELLIOx is breath, | 
That wafts the ſeeds of IMPUDENCE and DEATH, 


Thus, hound-like, at a Lord -Mayor's 8 feaſt, 
A ComMMoN-COUNCILMAN, a beaſt, | 
On ev'ry ſeaſon'd diſh-ſo hungry ſtuffe— _ 
Unbuttons, wipes the ſweat away, and puffs. 
Poor fool! he ſwallows rheumatiſm and gout, 
Aſthma and apoplexy—and more ills _ 


Than DoRors, with their knowledges ſo Rout, 
Can vanquiſh with their _ and pls: * 


But, 


* « I confeſs I wealth nos Rino Los,” Vide his 


1 
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= ann A100. 
But, Sirs, yon muſt be. c,d how you act; 
- Attorney-General is no reaſoning thing ! 

"Is an andubitable fat... 
This fellow is the creature of a King 
His eagle—thunder-bearer—loud his cry— 

And © Inſtant vengeance' is his ſole reply. 
Tis dangerous to ſhake hands with ſuch hard clave, 
His gripe enough to make the braveſt pauſe 


Then be not at your midnight orgies ſeen, 

\ Buzztig opinions upon King and Queen. 
Ah! ſhould he fally forth ſo ſtrong, + =» 
Amidſt your wantonneſs of ſpeech and ſong ; 5 
Unlin'd. by mercy, you will feel his gripe, 
Stopping the melody of many a pipe. 

Thus at the ſolemn, ſtil, and funleſs hour, 
When to their ſports che inſect nations Pour: 


In airy tumult bleſt, the light-wing 'd throng, bf 
 Thoughtleſs of enemies in ambuſcade, | 
Hums to NiearT's liſt'ning ear the choral ſong, 

And wantons through the boundleſs field of Bades 

When, lo! the mouſe-fac'd DEM ON of the gloom, 

Eſpying, hungry meditates their doom! 


Bounce, from his hole ſo ſecret burſts the Bar, 
To honour, mercy, moderation, loft ! | 
Behold him fally on the humming hoſt, 

And murd ' rous oyerturn the tribes of GNAr; 

Nimbly from right to left, like Tiypoo, wheel, 

And fnap ten 3 prif'ners at a meal? * = 
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Hin dean tis the Courtier ci to „ 
So prompt to drop to Majeſty the knee; 28 
To ſtart, to run, to leap, to fly; | 

And gambol in the Royal eye! R 
And, if expectant of ſome high employ, 

How kicks the heart againſt the ribs, for 1 


How rich the incenſe to the Royal noſe! 

How liquidly the oil of FLaTT*zy flows! | 

But ſhould the Monarch turn from ſweet to ſour, - 
Which cometh oft to paſs in half an hour, £ 
How alter'd inſtantly the Courtier clant 
How faint! how pale! how woe-begone, and wan! 


” 


3 


Thus CorvyDoN, betroth'd to DELIA's charms, 
In fancy holds her ever in his arms: 

In mad'ning fancy, cheeks, eyes, lips devours, | 
Plays with the ringicts that all flaxen floor 
In rich luxuriance o'er a breaſt of ſnow, 

And on that breaſt the ſoul of rapture pours, . . 


NicnT too entrauces -S u MBER brings the dream— 
Gives to his lips his Ipol's ſweeteſt kiſs 3 7 5 
Bids the wild heart, high pantng, ſwell its ſtream, x 

And deluge every nerve with blif : 
But if his Nxurn unfortunately frowns, s 
Sad, chapfall'n, lo! he hangs himſelf, or drowns ! $ 


Oh, try with bliſs his moments to beguile: 
Suive not to o make your Soy” reign frown-—but ſmile: 
| Sublime 
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Sublime are Royal nods=—moſt precious things — 
Then, to be whiſtled to by Kings! 


To have 0 lean familiar on one's ſhoulder, 2 
Becoming thus the royal arm- upholder, | 
A heart of very ſtone muſt glad! 
Oh! would ſome King ſo far himſelf demean, 
As on my ſhoulder but for once to lean, 
Th? exceſs of jay would nearly make me mad 
How on the honour'd garment I ſhould dote, 
And think a wor blaz'd around the coat ! 
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Bleſt, I ſhould make this coat my coat of arms, 
In fancy glitt' ring with a thouſand charms ; | 
And ſhow my children's children o'er and o'er: 
„ Here, Babies,“ I ſhould ſay, with“ awe behold 
F This coat—worth fifty times its weight in gold; 
This very, very coat, your grandſire wore! 


— —— —_ 
— 
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“ Here,“ pointing to the ſhoulder, I mould ſay, 
Here Majeſty's own hand fo ſacred lay:- ?? 
Then p 'rhaps repeat ſome hob the King might 
utter; 
As—< Peter, how go ſheep a eb what ? what? 
« What's cheapeſt meat to make a bullock fat? 
+ He? hz? what, what's the price of cou? 
e butter??? Je 


Then ſhould I, ſtrutting, give myſelf an air, 5 
And deem my houſe adorn'd with immortality: z 
Thus ſhould 1 make the children, calf. like, Rare, 
And fancy grandfather a man of quality: 
And yet, not ſtopping here, with cheerful note, 
Tay Muſe ſhould ſing an ode upon the coat. 


Poor 
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Poor loſt AuERICA, high honours miſſing, 

Knows nought of ſmile and nod, and ſweet hand- 
Eiſſing; 

Knows nought of golden promiſes of Kings; 

Knows nought of coronets, and ſtars, and ſtrings : 


In ſolitude the lovely. Rees Gghs ! 
But vainly drops the penitential tear 

Deaf as the adder to the Woman's cries, | 
We ſuffer not her wail to wound ous ear: 
For food, we bid her hopeleſs children prowl, 
And with the ſavage of the deſert howl. 


ODE XI. 


Me may be happy, if he will :” 

Pye ſaid it often, and I think fo ſtill : 
Doctrine to make the MILLION ſtare! 
Know then, each MoRTAL is an actual Jovꝝ; 
Can brew what weather he ſhall moſt approve, 

Or wind, or calm, or foul, or r fair. 


But here's the miſchief—Man' s an aſs, I 1 . 
Too fond of thunder, lightning, ſtorm, and rain; 
He hides the charming, cheerful rag 
That ſpreads a ſmile o'er hill and plain! 
Dark, he m/ court the ſcull, and ſpade, and ſhroud, 
The miſtreſs of his ſoul muſt be a CLovup! - 
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Who told him that he muſt be curs'd on earth 
The Gov of NaruH No ſuch thing ! | 
Hzeav'n whiſper'd him, the moment of his birth, 
Don't cry, my lad, but dance and ſing; 
3 Don't be too wiſe, and be an ape: 
& In colours let thy ſoul be dreſs'd, not crape. 
* Rosxs ſhall fmooth L1rz's journey, and: adorn; 
* Ye, mind me—if, through want of grace, 
„Thou mean'ſt to fling the bleſſing in my face, 

« Thow haſt full leave to tread upon a thorn.” 


Yet ſome there are, of men I think the worſt, - 
Poor imps! unhappy, if they can't be curs'd— 
For ever brooding over Mis'Rv's eggs, 
As though Life's pleaſure were a deadly fin; , 
8 Mouſing for ever for a gin | 
To catch their happineſſes by the legs. 


Ev'n at a dinner, ſome will be unbleſs'd, 
However good the viands, and well dreſg'd.: 
| They always come to table with a ſcowl, 
Squint with a face of verjuice o'er each diſh, 
Fault the poor fleſh, and quarrel with the fiſh, 
Curſe cook-and wife, and, loathing, eat and grovl. 


4 cart-load, lo, their ſtomachs ſteal; 
| > Yet ſwear they cannot make a meal. 
I I like not the blue-devil-hunting crew! 
I hate to drop the diſcontented jaw !. | 
O let. me NaTuxe's ſimple ſmile purſue, '\ 
And pick vn pleaſire from a ſtraw ! | 


= 
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ODE AI. 


Fa Sov? REIGNS, Sirs, with more reſpect; 
r 

To Thrones, with due FA" FR thake A 5% 

Ev'n thoſe are ſacred; though but empty chairs: 

There lurks in * . a ſomething, though but 
_ wood, ; 

That thrills with e awe the vulgar maſs of blood; 

And fills the many and eye with gapes and ſtares: 


Wiſhing by no means to affront, 
I worden what's: the meaning on't! 


Lovis Quarorze was quite the Frenchman” 8 Gop; 
Who made all nations tremble at his nod; | | 
Married Scarron's old widow, dry ned -frouſy 3 

Got deep in debt, the conftable-out-ran-; | 
And; to complete the faree, this Gop-LIKR Man» | 
Died—louſy / * 


The Crown, ſo powerful, made him every thing! 
There's ſomewhat mary*lous in it, I muſt own ! 
For folly is not folly on a Throne ; 

For whiting's eyes are-di monds i in a King ! 


1 dare not ſay that no exception ſprings 
Againſt this mighty magic pow'r of Kings: 8 H 2 
Not all a MoxARch's ſmiles, and pow'r of Pact, | 
Can "py vulgarity from BRUDENELL' g lace; 
| | Nor, 
He actually had the Morbus Pediculoſur. > 
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N or, though a whole eternity they try, 
Blot art, infernal art, from H—ksB—v's eye; 
Blot beaſt from S-118b—y, who no legend needs, 
| Pertneſs from Dicx, and vacancy from LEDS. 


— —̃ ä —ů— 2 * 
"ODE . 


; Lo: Matty admireth yon fair * Don 4 
And deemeth that he is admir'd again! 
The King is wedded to it— tis his home; 
He watches it, and loves it, e' en to pain : 
And yet this lofty Dome is heard to ſay, 1 
« Poh! poh! p-x take your loye—away ! away!“ 


To this, with energy I anſwer . Shame!“ 
Such bad behaviour puts me in a flame: | 
This. is unſeemly, nay, ungrateful carriage, _ 
And brings to mind a little Ode to Marriaors 


ODE To HY MEN; | 
ox, | 
TAE HEI. 


600 of ten million charming things, 
Of whom our MILrox fo. divinely ſings, 
Onee dove. tail d to a devil of a wife 

Hxuxx, 


The Royal Academy. 
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Hyun, how comes it that 1 an ſo flighted? - -- 
Why with thy myſt' ries am 1 hot delighted, 
Which I have try d to peep on half my life? 


God of the down-clad chains, diſpel the iſt 

Oh, put me ſpeedily upon thy liſt! | 

A civil liſt, like that of Kings, I'm told, 

Bringing in ſwelling bags of glorious gold! 

What have I done to loſe 'thy good opinion 28 
Againſt thee was I ever known to rail; 

And ſay, (abufing thus thy ſweet mind 
* Curſe me! if this boy's trap ſhall catch, my 

a n 
No! no! I praiſe thy knot with plat breath, 
Which, like Jack KzTcH's, ſeldom ſlips till death. 


Lo! *midft the hollow-ſounding vault of Night, 
Deep coughing by the tapers lonely light, bes 

The hopeleſs HzcT1c rolls his eye- balls, ſighing; ; 
« Sleep on,“ he cries, and drops the tend" reſt tear; 
Then kiſſes his wife's cherub cheek ſo dear: 

« Bleſt be thy flumbers, Love! tho' I am dying: 
Ah! whilftWou fleepeſt with the ſweeteſt breath, 
« ] pump, for life, we: putrid well of death 


I feel of FaTz's hard hand th oppreſſive pow't ; 
I count the iron tongue of ev ry hour, 

© That ſeems in Fancy's ſtartled ear to ſay— | 

«* Soo muſt thou wander from thy wife away.” 


* Dread ſound ! too ſolemn for the ſoul to bear, 

* Murm'ring deep melancholy on my ear : . 

And ſullen—ling'ring, as if loath to part, 

" And eaſe the terrors of my fainting heart. 
Vox. II. R 1 


4a "Ps niowrs o xINas. | 


« Yet, though I pant for life, deep len, my doe, 
For well thy conſtaney deſerves my love.” | 7 


And, lo! all young and beauteous, by his fide 
His foft, freſh-blooming, incenſe-breathing Bury, } 
_ + Whoſe cheek the dream of rapt'rous Kiſſes warm, 
Alnticipates her Srousx's with'fo good j 
Feels Love's wild ardours tingling thro' her Bool, 
And pants amidſt a ſecond huſband's arme 
Now opes her eyes, and, turning round her heal 
„Wonders the filthy n is not dead?” = 


12 


5 
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3 ER with IN 79 ome time fany 
Of Painters, eaſily allow'd the Prince . .  ® 

De Emp'ror, let me ſay, without a flattery: 
Yet wantonly againſt this Emp'ror, lo1:47 1's." 
An overflowing tub of bile to ſhow, 
Te fooliſh planted an infernal h. 


The mind of mam is vaſtly like a hive; 
His thoughts ſo buſy ever—all alive: 
Bunt here the ſmile will go no further; 
For bees are making honey, one and all; | 
; Man' s thoughts are buſy i in producing gall, 
Committing, as it were, ſelf. murther. 


But let the ſpirit that ſurrounds -my 4 frame 
Sit eafy on it, juſt like an old ſhoes - 
When D1sayrolntMenT ſets my houſe in flame, 


Let ReasoN all ſhe can to vench it do: 
e Rage 


/ 


g | ta N + : : 
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| Rea80N has engines plentiful and ftout, 


With water at command to put it e e +a 
| bs i Gn bloed 


Thate to hear meg quarrelling; through, le,” at - 4. 
Themſelves the fabricators of the ftrife.;,, to 
For ever hunting, with a hound-like. noſe, 

That hornet's neſt, the tribe of woes: 

And when the e invited greet dem, 


They wonder how the ** they meet e 
ut keen 4 


l | hy 4 [4 ern * ; 
"i Ml 2 1 1 8 ,. 3 bil ” * 4 4 $4 wh % 1 


"ODE Xv. 


— 


Ant e PANE with ye our * e to change 
Ah! could Je, t after falſe Gods range? 
Swop falid RevyoLDs for that ſhadow r 2 

In love- affairs variety's no fin— | 
Trav'lers may change at any time their i inn 
Here 'tis Paint- blaſphemy, I do proteſt. 


In Love's Mm regions I mould like, 1 own, 
Midſt diff rent climes to fix my throne : 
Daviv's Phyſicians order'd change of 4 Dame 
And, lo! t'improve our cows, we bid em yo | 

Into variety of graſs— _ 


With * bee . , is te fk. 


* The Avi has ſome alle to ai el of the 
Academic Rebellion was meant to attack the Pazvivint; the 
diſappearance of whoſe' works, in the preſent EX RIBTTIo, has 
been fatal. — One Picture from 91 Josava's hand, wen have 
ator'd for a hoſt of Daubs. 


T Abiſhag, the fair Shunamite. 
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And as 1 MonszuR Cueipon employ, * Too 
To manufacture pieces of my joy, | 
3 would not mad run counter to the falbion: 8 Te 
tele SyLv1a, with the fweeteſt fmile; (l!Too 


Poſſeſſes power ſome moments to beguile, Beat 


And in Elyſium lap the prettieſt pal.” 


But not foujours perdrix—the vulgar thing 17 
Then PIEASURRH foon would ſpread her SY 
Nol no! Varitry the game muſt ſtart 
Come oft, and make her curt'ſy to my heart; 
And, like the Orange Girls, my taſte to "fait, | 
Cry, © Choice of ani GY Sir—choice of' 
Ne fruit. | | 


Dull eee is * a Quaker 's hat, Me Fay 
So formal !|—changeleſs in its great broad brin: 


8. 4 


|  Varierty'sa fine young playful ( CaT— ” i 
= A hopeful i imp of ſpirit, ſport, and whim; 3.. 1 

£7 Who, when all other objects fail, Wy 4 "7 

= ma after i its own tail. . gb 

dag nz 0 DE . & .' 3, bb 

1 is idolatry; 140 faint che WS \ 

That Sceptred People meet with nowadays! | ” 

All unmoleſted, lo! the V ruxs ſleep! b 


Their roof with fair applauſe but rarely rings; 141 
Sweet PaN RO V RIC moves with fnail-like creep 

And DzFAMATON on the lightning's wings: yy 

„ no * 


7 


4 
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Too pleag'd to pluck the ſoaring plume of Pow 'n, 
Te bleſs an Oppoſition hour; 
Too fond; alas! of roaſting harmleſs Kings; 
Too well I know what freedoms you would 
Beat the dear creatures juſt like bears at ſtake 3 


Juſt like a pour tame Gul xꝰs, would clip ts wing! q 


Poor bird! whom Far oft cruelly afſails ; 
Fore'd from his bold atrial height, 
Sweeping;ghe ſun amidſt his flight, 


To hop a garden, and hunt ne 


duch is the fate of Louis 8EIZE, 
Whom Pity, with a ſigh, "AT 


Whom FagNCHMEN daringly have laid a curb 01 on; 5 \ 


Who now no mote f royally indites, 
No more Sic vols” to his kingdom writes, 


But, I'm your humble OY wen 95 


BON,” - 


Lettres-de-cachet, now no longer TER as. i 


Shall lull no more an Emeire's idle groan; 
Baſtilles, thoſgſchools of peace and ſweet morality, 
Inſtruct no male the mob, and men of quality; 


Baſtilles, the haunt of philoſophic gloom, 
Surround the Iurs of Liberty no more: 
In duſt each iron and coloſſal door, 


Which clog'd i in thunder on a Rebel's omi 


That pealing, with reverberated ſound, 
Rung through the caverns of the dread Palos 3 
Where MzvitaTION ponder'd, penſive maid. 


And ante death-like, paus'd * * bade. 


Oh 
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Oh, let us cheriſh, then, the-Royai Racx,.. 


The fount of honour, freedom,” penſion, dee W 

On me would Kincs their treaſure fling u. - 
5 Moſt humbly grateful would I ſays" ; - Th 
Thus Lxnra's Foreſts a kind ſhade ſupply, Now 

„ And for the meaneſt Savage form à den; And 

| And thus the Mountains that invade the h, Here 
| « Kind, in thay ſhaggy boſoms warm the Warn“ » Wi he 


* s 2 * 1 
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O DE XVII. 


A the derpining e of Ting | 
Tour puny names ſnall ſcarce appear; 
While thoſe of Kings, in characters lobe, 


| Shall, blazing, bid a world reveres © © a 
5 Their peerleſs acts, with ev'ry virtuous W Sa) 
4 Shall grace the PYRAMID of IMMORTALITY. | : | 
© There ſhall their glorious names be * ſo bright, 0 
1 >. As on à Birth or Coronation night, ls. +3 0c 
FF 
Faſt by the grocer's, or the chandler's ſhap, _- | Ti 
2 Or lace, or pinman, or the man of map, +484 * * 
By loyal thumb - bottles diſplay'd! 
i That, burning with a rival glow, A 
Beam on the gaping multitude below. 8 . 
Know, when we flumber, not fo ſleeps the King; ; 
Hie watches |—yes he ponders through the night! , 
To buried'Gxv16s lends a fancied wing, « 


rere 8 
720 Thus, 
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Thus, nightly! an the * Mevacizzy-ſhore, 
When Hon kon breathes. upon the heaving 1 
Amid the wild and ſolemn roarr, 
Theſe eyes have ſeen the crafty Hzxon creep, 
Now dart his beak ſo ſharp for fiſh's blood, 
And ſnatch a wriggling Conger from the flood! 


Here diſſereth this compatiſon of ours: - 
The KING pręſer veth but the FowL devour. 
* 


'Þ Y—— ——tkT̃— | 
- R 0 


0 D EL XVI 


2 0 n with daltors round your wretched 2 
Which ſome contrition for your crime beſpeaks, 
And much-offended Majeſty implore: 
Say, piteous, kneeling in the Royal view 
Have pity on a fad abandon'd crew, 
* And we, great King, will ſin no more: 
6 Forgive, wes Sir, the crying ſin, | 


* 


Vour hemp 9 your ig r, your Tyburn mien, 
May pardon, gain from qur good King and N 
For they are not inexorable people: 
Although you thus have run their patience hard ; 
And though you are, to ſuch great folk compar'd,” yy 
Candle-extinguiſhers to ſome high ſteeple. | 


For Kings (L ſpeak it to their vaſt applauſe) 


Can ws if —u let them gun their cauſe! 


— 


* A Filking-town in Cornwall, 


I ſee him, all like vinegar fo ſour, 
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So gracious, they will give you ſuch kind looks, 
As fell upon the ſhay'd and humbled Cocks; 
Kind as a gard'ner's charitable eye FF . Il 
On ſome cruſh'd ſnail, or bird-lim'd fy; R 
Kind as the epicure's, who, fond of mites, "1 
Mingleth compaſſion with his bites. 


| How vile to make the front of Monarchs Wor! 


Look black !—bur, bod Dundur t | 


And now I mark it, ſtealing forth ſo ſweet— | * 
Stream of forgiveneſs—what a treat! þ 
1 fee his eye, with loye rekindling, roll. 
Thus, when the Demon of the ſtorm has dri u. 2 
The Sur, that YouTH of ſplendor, from his ex 8 
Drqwn'd ev'ry vale, and blaſted ev'ry — 58 8 


Caſt o'er poor Nature's ſmile 2 fable ſhroud, ; I 
| Each beau) blotted with bis inkieft cloud, 4 
And giv'n a cheerful world to gloom; | ; n 


Loi through the giant ſhade, a lonely Ray 

Peeps from the op'ning Welt with ti id air, 
(Till forc'd by Gouldering clouds awli$ - + 

Informing man, es To. -morrow wil Be heir“ 1 


- Oh, had you r rev'rene'd a great Kg 8 commands, N 
What trouble he had taken off your hand!! 
For Aux you had not rang'd the tealm around! 

His keener eye the- Precious gem had found! 
Then, what an. honour to have ſeen appointed, 
"un very . Lf the Loa 8 dene 


ons 
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A LITTLE more, earns ln" nh . 
The Muſe's tittle-tattle muſt go oa. 


The e world i is very fond of calling Fool 

It looks with rapture on a fimple head, 

Of puerilities the rich hot- bed, | 

So pleaſing to the taſte of Rivicvis : e 

Rare crops ! that, thick ning into life, " 
Start, like aſparagus, to tempt the knife. | 


And, ſhould the head belong to ſome great ha 
Hawx-SATIRE eyes it with the keeneſt look: 
Still, uld the OwxxER hap to be a Kino, 
Sharp for her quarry, how ſhe prunes her wing! 
Bach is the proneneſs to aſſail great folk, 

And mal high · birth and ſtate a ſtanding joke. 
Oh, fo an gintment to deſtroy the ſcab 
Call'd vv, which, alas! too many know! 
The heart auld be a medlar, not a crab; Fine 
Milk, aft verjuice, Ko? its fount ſhould flow! 
But GataTN8ss, ſun-like, from the muddy . 
Draws the foul vapour, that obſcures its beam! 


Indeed, the PropLER are à lawleſs crew; : | 
Why ſtrive T then, 8 to ern; * 

As ſoon a feather may the waves ſubdug, 

And ſpiders bind the pinions of the 5 


Yet, tis not ſtrange, that Kings ſhould loſe repute, 
Conſid' ring man's ſo nat rally a brute. 


EvnSainTs — have loſt their repuratin: 
ho Rome 
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Which meaning, when the Devil. 5 


7 — — 


Rome formerly had thirty thouſand gods; 
And now, 1 warrant JE, "tis odds, 


They own ſcarce one through all the Romiſh nation 


Alas! wha nen believes in ſticks and ſtones, 4 
Old rags, and hair, and mails, and marrow- bones 


Samt Auuns, that ſweet lady, void of = 


Was {tripp'd, poor gentlewoman, to her Kin, t\ 


And, for religion, carried ta the ftewsz : 
When, as the lady was ſo bare, „ 
God gave her ſuch a quantity of hair, 


As reach d unto her very ſhoes. ro 7 8 


When to the bawdy· houſe artiv'd the Dau, 
An angel from above commiſſion'd came, 
Ang 5 around her ſuch a heav'nly gin 


. 


As dazalled every body 's fight, * 2 | 


However, 3 young Qumozs, * aback, 
Wiſhing prodigiouſly to have a laat, 


Daſh'd forth, to pierce the middle of the light, : 


Meaning to violate the Dau lo, good: - 


He « choak d the wanton RoGve . 


Such is the tale! tue ev ry rum; 


| New, no no more heeded than Tow Tia, 


* 
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TO MISTER- PITT. 


Dran . * 
Dear as ta cormorants, of fiſh a ſhoalz 
Dear ti a German hog, as beds of beans; 
Dear as ſixpence ſav'd, to Mis*zv”s foul : 


Dear as Rerorm to Miſter Pit:r of yore, 

When he and Richuoxp made a bullock-roar, 
Bellowing themſelves into the prettieſt places; 
Dear as ſhan-fights to that lame *SquirE or Coat, 

Or to his eyes a * ſoldier's coat in holes, 


* 


Regt by the ſheers of Tixz in bſty places :: 


Dear as the Doctor s bill to this good nation, 


Which Parliament, with tears of joy, ſurvey'd; : 


Which brought about a much-deſfir'd ſalvation, 
For which the Doctors have been poorly paid: 


Dear as the + Rovat. Mess 4c to the Narlox, 
By which more money humbly is implord— 
* More money for the CH1.DREN's education—, 
« Hard times! more money * the CMIID RENE 
„ board: 


* A poor invalid, under his Geacs's patronage, who „ 


the felons hung in chains on Hounſlow, Bagſhot, Blackheath, 
and elſewhere) wears his coat until it dropt fron his bach. © 


+ What a niggardly ſet of Repreſentatives we fend to Partia- - 


ment! To ſuffer his Majeſty ſo frequently to be begging for a 


lit:ile money, is ſhameful in the extreme. In God's name, let 


him have the 'Txzasvky at once. Had he been worth ten or 
eleven millions an economy would have been 9 
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Oh! be their bones by tigers broken all!” 


E PirT! with thee I'm ſorry, v very 254 


Wbo try'd to tarniſh thus the Royal Glory ? 
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Inform 'me any body, if you can, 
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Dear as to valiant GLo's TER ſword and gun; 


Dear as a dock. leaf to a hungry als, 3 * 
Dear to the fam d Gronek SrLWex, as A pun} | 
Dear as to legs of mutton, caper lauce; ; Wi 
Dear as the voice of fatt'ry to the Provp; AY 8 
Dear as to hackney-coachmen ſigns of rain, 4 
Who count their ſhillings ! in a coming cloud, * 
And, pious, uy for Noah's flood 8 7 


Fu 
So dear to Monarchs i is that idol Pow I" | 
So dear is prompt obedience to a King) 


| Far, of reſiſtance be the trying hour! N 
God bleſs us what a Syria thing ! | 8 
Tet oppoſition-Fraught to Royal wiſhes, .. 2 
Quite counter to a gracious King's com 
Behold th? ACADEMICIANS, thoſe ſtrange fiſhes, © 8 
For * WHEATLY lifted their unhallow'd hands. | 4 | 
* 


80 then, thoſe fellows have not learnt to crawl, 
To play the ſpaniel, lick the foot, and fawn— 


Pleav'd, by wild-horſes could I ſee th n 6 e 


17 | :& 
"Not make a poor ATT \—ſuch a thing! N 


What rebel balloted againſt his King? | 


The,” Sir, he is fo bountiful a man! X 
A cataraQ of charity, II fay— 


e by liberality a day! £ 
| nr PO pit © REY SPM. Where's | 
4 1 * The v candidate of Me — 5 
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Where'et he walks, where'er his wild career; 


Through CHeLT NAMs WEYMOUTH, Exon, PLy- 


MOUTH, lo! 
With joy his ſtaring ſubjects all, ſo ta | 
See from each ſtep a ſtream of glory fo: 


Thus, when that pretty animal an —, 

At night, on pavement gallops like the wind 5. 
Fire kindling at his heels, behold him paſs! 
How bright the ſparkles that hop out behind! 


Nurs'd on the dunghill of the {miles of Linge, 
What muſhrooms daily, to ſurpriſe us, ſtart! 
So rtimbly the fair vegetable fprings ! © 
Such warmth prolific, can a ſmile impart! | 


Such, is of Royalty the envied pow'r! . 
Then periſh. ev'ry Academic Plant 1 21 
Oh, may they feel nor ſun, nor = foe thow'r!. 
Blow round thm, 0 ye cold, cold winds of Wax rl 


What Nabob ſtructures riſe, with wings outſpread; 
Whoſe owners' necks well merit to be lopp'd! 
With what Þblimity they lift the head, 


By Dran, and Run's ATL Aas-ſhoulders propp'd? 


But ſuch thy Maſter's purity of ſoul, 
His eyes upon the ſword of Jultice feaſt : 


« Curſe on the Pearl (he cries) by Raeins ſtole ; 


Curſe on the di monds of the bleeding Faſt! * 


Curſe on the villains that whole realms deſpoil ! 
“ Curſe on the cruel hand (we hear him cry) 

That ſteals the fruit of LABOUR's honeſt toil, 
And draws * tear of blood from Prr's eye!” 


O Pirr ! 


9 
1 
i 
A 
1 
f 
| 


Fg 


re RIcHtTs Of KINGS. 


254 | 
e what puniſhment ſhall we e i! 


To fuit this faucy, felf-important crew ? 
How ſhall we ſmoke this academic hive; 


5 That — 


, Oh, bid our Monarch draw his purſe-ſtrings tight; 
Contract his open heart, of giant ſtature; 
Ute ry Ipecks of Inde e, 
And violate for once his noble nature. 4 


f $447 . F: 82 4 1. 1 
Oh, bid our Sov'reign take it not to heart; 

For downright brutes are Bz1Toxs, nine in ten: 

At curbs and whips behold us aſſes ſtart, 

And inſolently claim the RiGuTs or Men! 


1 And yet, I moderation with to Kings! oy * 5 
— Yes, yes, they ſhould be merciful, though ſtrong: 
28 SczerTREs have been found in France with wings, 
One would not loſe an Turiur for a Sung. | Fi 
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ODES" TO MISTER PAINE, 


SA 


THE DOWNFALL OF THE FRENCH EMPIRE; 


© SET OF BRITISH DEMOCRATES, . - 


4 A breeidus Gyaris, wel carere Me 
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ODES TO MISTER PAINE, 


: AUTHOR OF 25 
1 | * 
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1 
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ODE 1. 


: 0 PAINE! thy vaſt endeavour I admire! 
How brave the hope to ſet a realm on fire! 
AmsIT10N, ſmiling, prais'd thy giant wiſh : . 
Compar'd to thee, the Man, to gain a name, 
Who to Diana' s temple put the flame, 
A ſimple minnow to the KING or Fisn. 


Say, didſt thou fear that Britain was too bleſt, 

Of Peace thou moſt delicious peſt ? _ 

How ſhameful that this pin 's.head of an IsLE, 
While half the GLonz's in grief, ſhould wear a 


ſmile! 


How dares the Waen amidſt his hedges ſing, 


While Eagles droop the beak, and flag the wing? ay 


Oh, muſt the ſcythe of DzsoLATiox fleep, 
So keen for carnage, ſtay its mighty ſweep, 
And Havock on his hunter drop his laſh; 


Vol. II. 8 | gpurr'd, 
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ji Spurr'd, 3 arm'd, and ripe to ſtorm with groans ah 
10 chaſe an empire, and enjoy the cr 
Thy cry of millions—what a glorious eng 


Wust pity thy combuſtibles were bad! 
How DzaTH had grinn'd Ws and HII been 
glad, & 
To ſee our liberties-o'erturning,; _ 
And Wan, whoſe expectation tiptoe ſtood? 
Ready for hills of ſlain, and ſeas of blood, 
Who drops Us death*s-head flag, and ** 
mourging ! * 


Why, cur-like, didſt thou ſneak away, nay fly? 
Dread'ſt thou of anger'd Jus ric the ſharp qe! 
— Return, and bring MesDames Porss AR Dxs alg 
And lo, With Faixbernr's ſqueere and fire to we 
45 OT e 
And oaths of ev'ry bene greet em 
The fiſterhood of Billingſgate ſhall throng. | 


Ade jails may open all their dreary cel, 
Where Honkon brooding on damnation dwells, | 


And vomit forth their griſly bands; 
Surrounded by this ſqualid hoſt, 
| PAINE ſhall their leader be, and boaſt; 
Faix, Gorpon, and RrveLLion; ſhall ſhake 'iW 
hands. 


— in a nut- ſhell hide thy bead! 
I deem'd myſelf a dare-devil in rThyme, 

To whiſper to a KinG. of modern time, 
And try to ſtrike a royal foible dead; 
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White dauntleſs thou, of treaſon mak'ſt 8 
Boe rte at Kings thomſobve on hee thrones! 
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Huy hears our . ll is not loſt. 
Behold a choſen few, g 068; ©: | 
Stand forth the CHampions of the glorious cauſe! 
The jails are opening !—hark ! the iron doors! - 
Chains clank!—the brazen throat of TUMULT roars - 
And lo, the deftin'd VicTins of the Laws! 
Dilgorg' d, they pour in dark'ning tribes along, 
And mingle with our DzeMocraTic THRONG: 


' BevLam unlocks her melancholy cells! | | 
Forth ruſh the MAan1acs grim, with joyful yells; | 
They tearghgir blankets, clap their frenzied hands; 


They grind their teeth, they dance, they foam, * 
ſtare; 


They rend with burſts of laughter wild the air: : 
And join, they know not, why, « our thick nin ning 


bands! * 


* 


Thou Sun, withdraw thy hated day: : 
To Ethiop DaRKNess yield thy reign a © 
And hide in clouds, O Moon, thy ray, © 
Nor peep upon our ſpectre ſcene'! 
Though faint thy ſolitary light, 3 
We feel thy feeble beam too bri 2 
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9260 *odrs To MisrER PAINE. 
Ah! Pracg, thy triumph now is o'er! 8 7 
- Thy cheek ſo cheerful ſmiles no more 'teP 

Thine eye with diſappointment cloud ! La 
Our Muſic ſhall be NaTuze's cry; OK, 
Our, cars ſhall feaſt on Prry's Sgb—, 
Io, haggard DearTH prepares hisgombs ! 
Hot with the faſcinating grape, we reel; 
The full proud ſpirit of Rebellion feel“ 
Sox of Sedition, daring Pains, , — 
While ſpeech endues thy treaſon tongue, 
Bid the roof ring with damned ſong, *: 
And ExEsus ſhall echo back the ſtrain. 


"8D 0, 


ons MISTER PAINE. 


2 OME, good fellows al- Con the wh, 

And ſucceſs to our excellent cauſe : 

As we've nothing to lgſe, lo, nought'can de loſt; 
So, petdition to Monarchs and Laws! 


. RANCE ſhows us the way—an example how great! | 
Then, like France, let us ſtir up a riot; 
— May: our names be preſery*d'by ſome damnable teat; 

Fay what but a wretch would lie quiet? 


"As we all are poor rogues, 'tis moft certainly right 

At the doors of the rich ones to thunder; 

"Like the thieves who ſet fire to a dwelling by night, 
And come in fora ſhare of the plunder. © 
IP | ! _ 
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Whoever for miſchief invents the beſt plan, 

Beſt murders, ſets fire, and knocks down, 
s of our CLus ſhall be giv*n to that May, 
And hemlock ſhall form him a crown. 


Our Empire has tow'r'd with a luſtre too long; * 
Then blot but this wonderful Sun ; | 
Let us arm then at once, and in confidence 3 
Complete what dark Gonk Do begun: | 


But grant a defeat—we are hang'd, and that's all; j 
A puniſhment light as a feather ;— 

Yet we triumph in death, as we CaTiLINEs fall 
And go to the Deyil foyer, - 
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REMONSTRAMNCE 
ro WHICH 18 Abbas as 
AN ODE TO MY AS8:, 


ALSO, 


1E MAGPIE AND R O BIN, 


oh 
x? 
5 


4 TALE; 


AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS; 
AND | 


AN ADDRESS TO MY PAMPHLET, 
— 
Integer vitæ ſceleriſque purus, &c. Ke. Hos. 
The Max of dove-like Innocexcet a ſample, 
So ſweet } {@ mild! myſelf now, for example, 
Diſdains of Goss Faux the tittle-tattle ! - 
Hs begs no News-Parzx to fight his battle— 


Unmoy'd, with equal eye on all he looks; 
The Lonp's Axoixrzp, and his louſy Cooks. 


I deem'd rude Clamour, in my days of youth, _ 


The ſolemn voice of all- eommanding Taurg: e 


But now, no more creating awe and wonder: 
Old empty hogſheads, rumbling in a cart, 
That make fome people gape, and ſtare, and ftarty; 

As well may tell me, Were the NonLe Taoxp,” 
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REMONS TRANCE, &. 
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WI IDE gapes the choughtleſ mouth of ny * 
' WoNDER, 

/ While “ gun, drum, trumpet, dlunderbuſs," and 
“ thunder,“ | 

With CaLumny's dark hounds the BarD purſye; 

Bring on his marrow-bones th' apoſtate down, 

| | The turncaat is a flatt' rer of the Crown; 1 

Burn all his verſes, burg the author too; “ 


Such is the ſound of millions! ſuch the roar 

Of billows booming on the rocky ſhore! 

* How chang'd his note! (they cry) now wan 

rhymes 

enn compliment to Monarchs of the times, - 

_ © Who lately felt no mercy -his raficour 3 

The ſtar-bedizen'd ſycophants of ſtate, - | 

Blue. ribbonꝰd knaves have brib'd his pliant hin 3 
* Behold him at St. n $ ſnug at anchor. 


Thus 
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Thus ain ears, ſo patient let ng a, 
They pour their ae rude peals of — 
clam aur: © 
Battering,.-pell-mell, upon my head away, | 
Jiuſt like on anvils the ſmith's fledge and hammer! 


Howe er the world in ſcoxn may ſhake itz head, 
Nor knave nor fool through me ſhall current paſz; 
Too honeſt yet, I thank my ſtars, to ſpread 

The Mosx's ſilver o'er a lump of braſs. a - 


I own the voice of CENsU RRE, very proper; 
Greatly reſembling a tobacco-ftopper ; 

Confining all the ſeeds of fire ſo ſtout, 

And quick in groth, when left to run about: "i 


But poſſibly I'm harden'd—yes, I fer 
Her frequent ſtrokes have form'd a callous ear. 


There was a time when PETER choſt-like ſtar'd 
When Cenſure e the Cor awe — 
foud; W * 
With ſighs, to deprecate het weak 41 1 
So child with horror 8t the ſolemn found; 
But harden'd, ſoon he gave his ague o'er ; 
Look d up, and fmil'd, and thought of her no more, 


1 when an earthquake bids Jawaroa tremble; 
On Sunday all the folks to church allemble, 

To foothe Jurovan, fo devoutly ftudying— £ 
Proſtrati ey vow to keep his holy law y? 
: Returning home, they fmite their hungry craws, 
Aud feavee indulge them with a flice of pudding | 
Deeming, m earthquake time, a dainty *. 
4 U abomination to the Lonp! 2 
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Efe Sunday comes again, their hearts recover; 
The tempeſt of their fears blown over, 

Fled ev'ry terror of the burning lake, 
They think they have no bus neſs now with church; 
So, calmly leave thi ALMIGHTY in the lurch, 

And ſinit—till he gives a ſecond ſhake. 


The ladies too have join'd the gen' ral cry! 
What! thoſe divinities ip PzTER's eye! 
Angels in petticoats (—it ill behoves em: 
What | bite the conſtant STEnTo0R of their nan. 


Who robb'd the Muſes of their faweeteft lays, 
To tell the world how much he loves 'em! 


The Bard, who vouches for their harmleſs fouls, 
And like another CicgRO perfuades, 

The frenzied eye of admiration rolls \ 
Ready to kneel and worſhip em Oh, jades! * 


LADIES and GENTLEMEN, _ 
Know, that I ſcorn a proſtituted pen: 
No royal rotten wood, my verſe veneers - 
Oh, yield me, for a moment yield your ears. 


Stubborn, and mean, and weak, nay fools indeed, 
Though Kings may be, we muſt ſupport the bregd,. 
Yet join I iſſue with you—yes, tis granted, * 
That through the world ſych royal folly rules, 
As bids us think thrones advertiſe for foolsz _ 
Yet is a . a utenfil much wanted: 


"I 


A ſcrew, a nail, a bolt, to keep together | 
The ſhip's old leaky hae in  Cormy weather; 
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Which ſcrew, or nail, or bolt, it work perfoullh1. 
Though downright j ignorant of. ſhips and, ſtorms.” : 15% 


I knuckle not owe not to the Great % * 
A thimble-full of obligation; a 
Wy luſcious wife have I, their lips to treat, 
To lift me to PrEFERMENT'S ſunny ſtation; 


Like many w gentleman whom Lovz promotes; 
Whoſe lofty front the ray of gold adorns ; 
Reſembling certain moſt ingenious goats, 
Tat climb up precipices by their horns, 


Pm not oblig'd (believe my honeſt word) 

To kiſs—what ſhall I call 't ?—of any Lord: 
Not pepper-corn acknowledgment I owe em 
Nay, like the Gop of truth, J ſearcely know em. 


By me unprals'd are Dukes and Earls : 

At ſuch moſt commonly my fatire ſnarls— 
My pride like theirs indeed, the,high-nos'd elves, 
Who love what's equal only to hemſelves. 


As for Court virtues, whereſoe'er they lie, 
1 leave them all to Laureate Prez, 
The faſbionable Bard, whom Courts revere; 
Who trotteth, with a grave and goodly pace, 
laden with his Sovereign, twice a year, 
| Around Parnaſſus's old famous baſe : 
Not only proving his great King alive, 
But thatg like docks, the royal virtues thrive. 


But I'm not qualified to be a hack; 
Too proud to carry lumbet on my, back; 
Too dainty is my Lady Muſe, I hope, 
Into a.coalſhed to convert her ſhop ; 


15 
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| Her ſhop ee very handſome room, 
„ Filld with rieh ſpices and Parnaſſian bloom. 


Court Poets muſt create on trifles rant Gy L 
Make ſomething, out of nothing Lord I can't! 
Bards muſt bid virtues crowd on Kings in Wwarms, 
. Howe'er from ſuch good company remote; 
Juſt as well-natur'd heralds make up' arms 
For Nabob-robbers born without 2 coat. 


— 
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Im a poor botching ier for a Court, 
Low bred on liver, and what clowns call mugget : Ju 
| Beſides, what greatly too my gains would hurt, 
I cannot few gold lace upon a drugget. 


Say not I'm arm d towards the SCEPTER'D Grear : 
Talk not of Kings—l deem one half a cheat: 
Felt is their weakneſg—huſks, mere huſks of men! 
Yes, they create NOBIITITY—I know it, 
The verieſt ideot of them all can do it, 
And on the falcon's perch can place the wren. 


But can a King command th* ethereal flame 
That clothes with immortality a name? 
Oh, could the Rack that fire ethereal: catch! 
But no ſuch privilege to Kings is giv'n : 
So very low their int'reſt lies in Heav'n, 18 
They can't command enough to light a match F 


No, Sirs, and therefore pray be civil 
I've not yet batgain'd with the Devil. + 
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Yet grant me ſold- I've precedents a ſtore 3 > 
Befides, we poets are confounded poor ; A 

_ % An d, | 
5. 


N of the entrails of certain cattle. 
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And, bl haben 3 ain 
For Huxces, though a fav'rite of old Sax Ts, N 
Whoſe pinching virtue pious hiſt'ry paints, 

1s reckon'd now 2 FELLOW of bad quality): 
Not deem d a. gentlentan—can' t ſhew his face, 
Een where SamT Prrzx's children give the 
grace 
A roſy ſinner, Luxury yelept, 

Long in his place hath eat, and drunk, and fept. 


Yes, (as I've ſaid) we Bards are moſtly poor, 
Can ſcarcely drive gaunt Famine from the door 
That Helicon's a helliſh ſtream, God knows! 
Ah me! moſt rarely it Pactolian flows: 
Though ſharp as hawks, and hungry too, and thick, 
Few are the golden grains that PozTs picx; 
And yet each new advent rer of the Nine 
Deems all Farnaſſus one mere golden mine. 


All this by way of wild digrefſion— | 
And now for my political Confeſſion. 


Again, ye ye Crown-and-Anchor ſinners, 
I reprobate your. reyolution-dinners. 


Naruxx at times makes wretched wares ; | 


(Among ſt the ſmiling corn- like ares) 
Men Wich ſuch miſerable ſouls ! 


Nought pleaſes from the moment of their birth; 
With heſror for a while they blot the earth, Ip 
Then, cab. like, crawl into their burying- holes. 


e Archbiſops, Biſhops, &. 
8; W ? e Tay 
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How bke a dreary. dull December. Dax; ty 
"That ſhows hig muddy diſcontented head, 

Low'rs on the world a while, then moves away 
In gloom and ſullenneſs to bed! 36 


. 2 
Have not our Revolution hoſt a fer 
Of ſouls of this ſame Zthiop hve? 7; 
Permit A Sirs, to tell you, ye are mad: | = 
Your caſe, although not mortal, yet. quite bad: ; .j 
An ugly 1 inflammation of the brain. 7 
Although a dull phyſician, I could find 
Something | to calm the hurry of the mind, 


. 
OE... 


The ſtocks would do it, "bo, or v4 
A heavy grun yet it rarely fails. 


Lo, DRUNZENNER8, A bluft'ring, bullying blade, | 
The cock'd hat covering half one eye ſo brave, 

As though dread valour were his meat, his trade, 
NaTurE a driver, and the world his ſlave: 

He rants, rokrs, prays, howls, ſwears, on bang goes, 3 

To ſeize ſun, moon, and planets, by the nole ; > 


When lo, Nichr“ s long ſtaff'd GUARDIAN to him 

: Squints with one eye on him, and then the ot 

To pillow well his head, trips up his heels, 
And lays him on old earth, our common mother. 


' Thence at the. round houſe, in about an hgkr, 
Renews his poor debilitated pow'r 9 

Of comprehending, feeling, hearing, ſeeing 

Let is this WATCHMANn. too a nary Baixo. | 
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Keel up lies Fieatce! long wer he keep * 
-\otore! 3 wy 

Her knay* ry; folly, on the W have toſt her; 
Behold the thouſands that ſurround the weeek 

Her- cables parted, rudder gone, - 

Split all her fails, her main-maſt down, N 
Choak d all her pumps, cruſh'd in her deck; 

Sport for tlie winds, the billows o'er her roll! 

Now am I glad of it with all my ſoul. 


FRANCE lifts the buſy {word of blood no more; 
Loſt to its giant graſp the wither'd hand: 

Oo fay, what kingdom can her fate deplore, | 
The dark diſturber of each happy land? 


| To Britain an inſidious damn'd lago 
- Remember, Engliſhmen, old Cato's cry, 


And keep that patriot model in your eye— 
His conſtant cry, © Delenda oft Carrn4co,” | 


1 is our Carthage, that ſworn foe to trutl, 
- Whoſe perfidy deſerves th' eternal chain 

1 now ſhe's down, our Britiſh bucks forſooth 
Would lift the ſtabbing ee up again. 


$ 


Love I the French —By | heav'ns tis no fuch mat- 
ter! | 
| Who loves a Frenchman, wars with al Nature 
What Frenchman loves a Briton? None: 
| Yet by the hand this enemy we take ; 
Ves, blund”ring Britons boſom up the ſnake, 
And feel themſelves, too late indeed, undone. 


The converſe chaſte of day, and eke of night, 
The kiſs-clad moments of ſupreme delight, 
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1 n only due; 55 
The ſeraph-ſmile — FklENDSHIP wears, 


And Sog RO's balm of 3 * 55 
Thoſe 1 iron fellows never knew. 5. 2 1 


: 5 


For this I hate them. Art, all'varniſh'd: ar * Eg 
This doth EXPERIENcE ev'ry moment prove: : 
And hollow muſt to all things be the heart, 
That foe to beauty, which deceives in * EM 


3 12 


Heat me, Dame Narunx, on choſe men of cor 
Bluſh at a FaENCHMAN“s heart, thy 1 

A dunghill that luxuriant feeds 

The gaudy and the rankeſt weeds : : 
Deception, grub-like, taints its very core, tees 
Like flies in carrion—pr Ithee, make no more. 5 


Not but a neigh ring nation to the French ti 

Have morals that emit a ſtronger ſtench, _ Fr 
That Chriſtian noſes ſcarcely can withſtand: 

The HearT a dungeon, hollow, dark, and foul, 

The dwelling of the toad, ſnake, bat, and owl,” + 
Demons, and all the grimly ſpectre band. | 


Mad fools !\—And can we deem the French profound, 
And, pleas'd, their infant politics embrace, 

Who drag a noble pyramid to ground, . 8 
Without one pebble to ſupply its place? : 


Yet are they follow'd, prais'd, admir d, ador'dy 
Be, with ſuch praiſe, theſe ears no longer bor d 
This moment could I prove it to the nation all, 
That verily a FRENCHMAN is not 3 


\ 
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Yes, FRENCHMEN, this is mp wiparying _> P 
© Ye are. not. rational indeed; 1 
« 80 low, have fond, conceit and folly; funk = C 
On a larger kind of monkey“ « 
«* What art thou Viking BOW f. e. n 65 
claims,. 250 4 
« Thou man of rah! ros 
_ Good Worn, NO, DAMES, ng names—l, be. Ac 
< names— 

Writing -an Ode to my old fav rite Aug, "yg 
Not making royal varniſh—no !. 8 4.4 5 Ther 
My Ass's virtues bid my numbers flow: 93 T} 
Pers his name, my nameſake, a, good bs 

„ ſervant to my famil ly ſome years. 2 5 6 For 
To me is "gratitude a turtle- feaſtt. ET 
A haunch of ven' ſon that my taſte reveres A | = 
And therefore Ive been fabricating metre | * 
Alli in the 6 mea of. honeſt: Perun, 8 - 

| * 4 

* 5 . 5 Or! 
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0 THOU, my Colon friend; of man 0 delpi'a, 
But not by me deſpis d —reſpected long | 
To prove how much thy qualities are 3 a 
Accept, old fefow traveller, à feng * 


My great great ANCESTOR, of Lyric fame, .. ENT .- 
Immortal! threw a glory round the horſe ; . "a | 

Then, as I lit my. candle at his flame, | 

That candle ſhall illumine thee of. courle, . 


For why not thou, in works and Ane uch, 2 
In Fauz's fair temple alſo boaſt a niche? 
How many a genius, midi a a vulgar back. Pr, 
0z1v10N ſtuffs into her ſooty ſack, = 
Calmly as Jew old-clothes-men, in their bags, | 
Mix ſome great man's. lac'd coat with dirty rags; 3222 
Or fatin petticoat of ſome ſweet maid, 
That o'er her beauties caſt en envious hace! © 
And what's the reafon ?—reafoy' eee 

Ah! © quia vate ſarrb catent, | | | 
As Horace ſays; that bard divine; - e 
Whoſe wits o fortunately” jump with mites 


ab, Pers; 1 remember; oft, which tir'd' * 
And moſt unpleaſantly. at times bemir' d:. 
Bold haſt thou ſaid; „II W not one inch fut 


. ' 
* And now, young! . , dk e or mur: 
_** then” | N 
I 2 | : Then 
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Then have I cudgell'd thee—a fypitleſs — 
For *twas in vain to kick, or flog, or chatter. 
Though, BaLAaam-like, I curs'd thes with a ſack; 
Sturdy thou dropp'ſt thine ears upon thy back, 


0 were the manners of ſome Monarchs Ae, 


* Should dip my pen, and riſe a wond'rous Bard, 
And gain ſuch praiſe, SUBLIMITY's reward; 


| And therefore cannot chronicle SMALL. BEBR- 
Yet ſimple as Montaigne, PI! tell thee true; 3. 


| 


And trotting retrograde, with , wriggling tal 
In vain did I ny running rump aſſail: 


For lo, nee legs thou putt'dſt thins hea, 
And gaveſt me a puddle for a bed. 

Now this was fair the action bore no guile: 1 
Thou duckd'ſt me not, like Jupas, with a mile. 


1 


Who ile ev'n in the cloſe inſidious hour 
That kicks th unguarded minion from his py” 
But this is aking p Fhaps of Kings 100 MAGN: 


0 PzTzx: litrle didſt thou think, I ween, 9 
When I a ſchoolboy on thy back was ſeen, 

_ Riding thee. oft, in attitude uncouth; 

For bridle, an old garter in thy mouth) 12 
Jogging and whiſtling wild o'er hill age dale, F 
On loes, or nuts, or ſtrawb'ries to regale | 


I ſay, 0 Para, little didſt thou think, 
That J thy nameſake, in immortal ink 


Gin by the KINO of IsLEs to Miſter PyrE, 
Who fings his Sov'rticn's virtues twice a year, 


There are, who on my verſes look Eh. * 
ri el 4-20 | | 


- 
: 
* 
5 
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And call my eie lucubrations Puff: 
But I'm a mode, not unconnyinge elf, 


Or could ſayſuch things: about myſelf-= 3 1 55 


24 a 


But God forbid that I ſhould . Len ES pg 
Yet Sane are ſelfiſh predilections! 1 r 


Like ſnakes they writhe about the heart's affections, 
And ſometimes too infuſe a poiſonous ſpirit; 5 
Producing, as by nat'raliſts Pm told, 

Torpid inſenſibility, ſo cold 

To ev'ry brother's riſing merit. 


r. 


Wrrs to each other juſt like loadſtones a; * 
That do not always like firm friends attract; 

Though of the ſame rare nature, (ſtrange to tell!) | 
The little harden'd rogues as oft repel. | 


But lo, of thee P11 ſpeak, may long-ear'd | end! 
Great were the wonders of thy heels of yore; 5 
Victorious, for lac'd hats didſt thou contend; i 

And ribbons grac'd thy ears—a gaudy ſtore. 


Buff breeches too have crown'd a proud proud day, * * 
Not thou, but which thy rider wore away; 
Triumphant ſtrutting through the world he ſtrode, 
Great ſoul! deſerving an Olympic Ode. 


Thy bravery often did I much approve z * 
Rais'd by that Queen of Paſſiohs, Love. FS 1/40 
Whene'er in Lovx's delicious frenzy croſt S ** 

By long. ear d brothers, lo, wert thou a hoſt # [3 


Love did thy lion-heart with courage ſteel! 

Quicker than that of VesTzIs mov*'d thy heel 1 
Here, there, up, down, in, out, how thou didſt mite! 
And then no Alderman could match thy bite 


? I And grin ſo witchingly, I can't tell how, 4 


7 


And wantoning around, as though afraid, 


| Where oft I paid thee viſits, and vis Fe 


And when I mov'd, how, yrs thou ſeem'dſtto 


s w RPNONSTRONCE 
And is thy race no more rd? 


Indeed tis greatly to be fegr'd! Proj 
'Ya ſhalt Tnou flouriſh i in immortal fong, | dl 
To me if immottality belong; | Thu 
For ſtranger things than #bjs have come to ol Hor 

FPosrEATxy thine hiſt'ry ſhall devour, 

And read with pleaſure how, when veraal vr An 
In gay profuſion rais'd the dewy graſs, Ho 
I led thee forth, thine appetite to pleaſe, / 
And mid the verdure law thee up to knees! Th 


hw: off pluck'd the tender blade; 
And, happy, how thou cam'ſt at my command, 


With poking neck didſt pull it from my hand, 
Thep ſcamper, kicking, frolickſome, away, 
With ſuch a faſcinating bray ? | 


Didſt cock with happineſs thy kingly ears, 2 * 


And dart at me ſuch friendly leers ; 1 
With fuch a ſmiling head, and laughing tail; 


r 5 

% Dear MasTtER, let your humble For. preral; ; 
Fray, MasTzR, do not go away” — 

And how (for what than friendſhip can be ſweeter?) 

1 gave thee graſs again, O pleaſant PETER. 


And bow, when WINTER bade the herbage die, 
3 mourn'd b 4 
When 
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wn waving trees, ſurcharg'd with chilling rain, 
opp'd ſeeming tears upon the haraſs'd plain, 
| other warm as wool, - IK 
With oats to grind, and hay to pull: 1. | 
Thus, whilſt abroad DzctmBts rul'd the TIF | 
How PLenTy ſhew'd within, the blooming Mar ! | 


And lo, to future times it ſhall be known, © . 1 

How, twice a day, to comb and rub thee down, 
And be thy bed-maker at night, _ 

Thy groom attended, both with hay and vat; 

By which thy back could boaſt a handſome. coat, 
And laugh at many a fine Court Tard and 

Knight, 
Whoſe 1 coats belong; p *rhaps 0 the tailor, 
And probably their bodies to the jailor! 


What though no dimples thou haſt got; 
Black ſparkling eyes (the faſhion) are thy lot, 
And oft a *witching ſmile and cheerful laugh ; 
And then thy cleanlineſs /—'tis ſtrange to utter)! 
Like fin, thy heels avoid a pool, or pu, * 
And then the ſtream ſo daintily doſt qu | 
nlike a country alderman, who blows, 
And in the mug baptizeth mouth and noſe! 


What though Pye heard ſome voices ae 

Vet exquiſite thy hearing, gentle PETER 1. 

Whether a judge of muſic, 1 don” t knowIg | 
8 

Thou haſt th' advantage got of many a ſcore. 

That enter at the Opera door, 


Some 
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Some people think thy tones are rather coarſg 
Evin love· ſick tones, addreſs*d to Lady 1 45 
Octaves indeed of wond'rous force; . ; 
And yet thy voice full many a voice furpaſi 
Lonb Carvican, if rightly I divine, * 
Would very gladly give his voice for thine : 


And Lapy Movnr, * her MaJesTyY* s fine foil, 
For whom perfumers, barbers, vainly toil, * 
Poor lady ! who, has quarrell'd with the Graces 


Would very willingly. change faces. ; q 
1 N 
8 W hongur'd once wert thou ! but ah, no Tote! i 


Thus too deſpis'd the Bards—e/tcem'd of yore! 

How rated once, the tuneful TRIBES of Greece! 
Deem'd much like di'monds—thouſands worth al 
” piece! r | 4 


* 


How great was Pinar. . lory on 8 day, 

Entering AeoLLo's church, to pray, 
The Lap of the ſacred fane, or M. ftreſs, | 

by Or; i in more claſſic term, the PRIEST ESS, 
Addreſs'd him with ineffable delight— | 
4 GREAT SIR, (quoth ſhe) i in Pigs, and be. 
aud calves, 
„ Maſter in/i/ts upon't that you go halves : 
Jo beef. his Godſhip alſo gives you Tight.” | 


Thus did the Twain moſt hearty dinners nabe; 
PND. and Phokzus eating ſteak and ſteak: 
* : T When 


5 * 


3 Her M. 1 is always happy to have 145 Movnr | 
E — by her fide, as being one of the uglieſt women in Engr 
land—in ſhort, his — in * 


5 


* | 4 
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Whin too > (PatsAntas fays,) to pleaſe the Gon— 
Between each mouthful, PinubaR fung an Ove! 


Thus half a Deity was this great Porr! 
Now this was grand i in nee Ci 
How chang'd are things! the preſent moments ſhow 
its 
For Bard i is now fynonymous with Devil ? 


Juſt to three hundred years ago, be . 

How /imple ſcholarſhip was wont to rule! 

A man like Doc rox PaRR, that mouth but Greek, 
Was almoſt worſhipp'd by the Sacz and Foot; 


\ Deem'd by the world indeed a firſt-rate ftar. 


How diff'rent now the fate of DocTor Pank! 


Unknown he walks 1 name no infants lie— - 
Not only reckon'd not a firſt-rate ſtar 
Is this our Greek man, Doc rox Par, 

But, Gods! not equal to a will-o'-wiſp! 

Plague on't! how niggardly the trump of Fame, 
That wakes not * Bellendenus on the ſhelf! 

The world ſo ſtill, too, on the DocTror's name, 
The man is really forc'd to praiſe himſelf” 


<« Archbiſhops, Biſhops,” (fo ſays Doc rox Pann) y 
By Alpha, Beta, merely, have been made: 

* Why from the mitre then am I ſo far; Wi 

4: Sg long : a dray-horſe in this chunderintz trade? 


5 | | '< «0 PITT, 


* The 3 Freer to Me was n coup d gſai of the Docron's | 
fora Biſhoprick—it was the child of his dotage. The pap of Party - 
ſupported. it ſome little time when, after ſeveral r * 
remain r us, it pard the laſt debt of n nature. | 


% 
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.* OPirT, ſhame on thee —are chu ill ft 
& The ſoul of wiſdom in the ſound of Greek?" 


PzTER, ſuppoſe v we make a bit of ſtyle, 
And . ourſelves a little while ? 


— - 
- 
* 


| iN CONTINUATION: 


* 


"i THUS endeth DocTor Pars; and how again, 
To thee, à8 good a ſubject, flows the ſtrain, 
Permit me Pxrxx, in my lyric canter, © | 
Juſt to ſpeak Latin tempora mutantur J 


Kings did not ſcorn to preſs your backs of yore; 
But now, with humbled neck and patient face, 
Tied to a thieviſh miller's duſty door, | 

- I mark thy fall'n and diſregarded race. 


To chimney- ſweepers now a common hack 
Now with a brace of ſand-bags on your back! { 
' No gorgeoys ſaddles yours—no iv'ty ctibs; 
No ſilken girts ſurround your ribs; 


No Rovai, hands your cheeks with pleakiits pat; „ 
Cheeks by a roguiſh halter preſt 5 
Your ears and rump, of inſolence the jeſt; 
page, kick'd, and pummell'd, by a beggat's brat 
Thus, 4 I've ſaid, your race is much degraded! 
And much too is, the Pozr's glory faded! 


A time there was, when Kings of this fair LAND; 
So meek, would creep to Turts, cap in hand, 
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Begging, as as *twere for alms, a grain of fame, 

To ſweeten a poor putrifying name— 

But paſt are thoſe rich hours! ah! hours of * 
Thole golden Tands of Ting ſhall glide no more. 


Yet are we not in thy . ſtate, . 
Whate' er may be the future will of Farz: | 
Since, as we find by Prx, (what ſill muſt pride us) 7 
Kings twice @ year can condeſcend to ride un. 


AN AVTTER-ELFLECTEGE. 


NOW, WoxLD, thou ſeeſt the ſtuff of WY Tm 
made; 

Firm to the honour of the tuneful Trade 15 

Leaving, with high contempt, the Courtier clas, 

To ſing the merits of the humble Ass. 


Yet ſhould a DOE the Pal, Ac mend, 

And high-nos'd SAL'sB' KY to the VIK runs ſend, 
Commanding them to come and chat with Kines ; 

Well pleas'd repentant Sinners to ſupport, 

So help me, IuruDENCR, Tl go to Court! 


Beſides, I dearly love to ſee range things. ö 
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Mr a ROBIN RED-BREAST, | 3 

* Th | \ 49s WI 

| A 

Hiw: . are our taltes! Dame Naruas' | 1 

bh 4 plan, : Id 

All for wiſe. Ns ſince the world began: : h 

Yes, yes, the good old Lab ated right: 

Had things been otherwiſe, like wolves and bears, 8 
Me all had fall'n together by the ears—.. 1 

One object had produc'd an endleſs: fight. 7 5 \ 

1 


Nettles had ſtrew'd Lirz's path inſtead of roſer 5 1 
And multitudes of mortal faces, +”: + "ol 

Printed with hiſtories of bloody noſes, Woe 

Had taken leave of abſence of the Graces, 1 


Noto interrupting not each other's line, ; 

You ride your hobby-horſe, and I ride mine. 

Tu preſs the blue-ey'd CHLoz to your arms, 
And I the black-ey'd S4 rHO's browner chan 5 
Thus ſituated in our different bliſſes, 


We ſquint not envious on each other's kiſſes, 


Yet are there ſome exceptions to this rule: 
We meet with now and then a ſtubborn fool, 

Dragooning us into his predilections; 

As METER * was no di rence in affeQions, | 
. And 


. 255 
And chat 0 


Pork cannot pleaſe, becauſe be 
Again—how Weak the ways of ſome, and fad! 


One would ſuppoſe | the | eation mad. 


Lo! this poot fellow, folly-· drunk, he rambles; 2 
And flings himſelf into MisrogTUNE's g 
In full purſuit of HAaeeinzss's:meaſure; - 


When, with a little glance of elbenmſpection 
A muſtard- grain of ſenſe—a childs rela. A. 
The fool had cours'd the velvet lan of Pi. EASU 8. 


laly he braves the ſurge, and roaring gle; 7 * Wet 
When ReasoN, if conſulted with a ſmile, -- 

Had tow'd through ſummer ſeas his ſilken 70 
And lay'd a dangerous and Herculean toil. 


Yes, as Ive ſomewhere ſaid above, I Bud, 
That many a man has many a mind. 


: - 
Flo. 


. 
CL 
IT 


How I hate DRUNKENNEss, a naſty pig 

With ſnuff. ſtain'd neckcloth, without hat or wig, 
Reeling, and belching wiſdom in one's face ! 

How I hate BuLLy UrROAR from my ſoul, 

Whom nought but whips and priſons can controul, 
Thoſe neceſſary implements of Grace! 


Yet altars riſe to DRUNKENNEss and RioT—. 
How few to mild SoBr1ETY and QuieT : ' 


Thou art my Goddeſs, SoLrTuUpz—to thes 
Parent of dove-ey'd Peace, I bend the we 
O with what joy I roam thy calm retreat, 
Whence ſoars the lark amid the radiant hour, | 
Where many a varied chaſte and fragrant flower 
Turns coyly from Rogue Zxruvx's whiſper feet? 
Bleſt 
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And roſy cheek, keen eye, and flowing hair, 


And Poure the ſpirit of content in'ſong1- 
Thus taſtes are various, as Pve ſaid. before 5 


54 — 


Bleſt Iur who wantons oder — 
And ki alt ch u ru of the Fin | 


Where, happy, mid the all-enlivening ray, 
The inſe& nations ſpeti the buſy day, 
Wing the pure fields of air, and crawi the ground; 
Where, idle none, the Jew-like' myriads range, 
Juſt like the Hebrews at high Change, 
Diffuſing hum of Babet-notes around!! 


Where HAL TEH ſo wild and gay, with boſom baue, 


Trips with a ſmile the breezy; ſeenes _ Re 


Theſe damn moſt cordially, what thoſe adore, 
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A MAGPIE; in 1 wirt of romance; 
Much like the fam'd Reformers now of France, 
Flew from the-dwelling of an old PoIs$ARDE 3, © - 
Where, ſometimes in his cage, and ſometimes our, | 
He juſtified the Revolution rout, 95. 
That i is, call'd names, and got a ſop for his reward. 


* 


Red. hot with Manarch-roaſting coals, 
Juſt like his old fiſh-thund'ring Dame, 
He left the Queen of crabs, and plaice, and ſoles, 
To kindle in Old England's realm a flame. 


Arriv'd at evening's philoſophic hour, 
He reſted on a rural antique tow' r, 

Some BaroN's caſtle in the days of old; 
When furious wars, miſnomer' d civil, 8 
Sent mighty chiefs to ſee the Devil, * 
Leaving behind, their bodies for rich mould, 
That pliable from form to form patroles, 

Making freſh houſes for new ſouls. 


e . Perch 


| 7m Plenty of f bats aud * and ghoſts, I ween;, 


2608 _ THE MAcer® > 
Perch on the wall, he cocks his tail and eye, 
And hops like modern beaux in country dances; ; | 
Looks dev'liſh knowing, with his head, 5 
Squinting with conggiſſeurſhip glanices. 


All on a ſudden, Maceor ſtarts and ſtares  ” 
And wonders, and for ſomewhat ftrange prepares; 
But lo, his wonder did not hold him long— 
Soft from a buſſi helow, divinely Kea, + * * 
A modeſt warble melted on his ear, 4 
A plaintive, ſoothing, ſolitary ſong— © | 
A ſealing; timid, unpreſuming ſound, | 
Afraid dim NAruxx's deep repoſe to wound 
That huſh'd (a death · like pauſe) the rude SUBLIME, 
This was a novelty to Mac indeed, 
Who, pulling up his ſpindle-ſhanks with ſpeed, .. 
Droppꝰ d from his turret, half-deyour'd * Tixs, 
A 1a Frangoiſe, upon the ſpray, 1 5 
Where a a logs Red-breaſt pour'd to eve, his TY 


Staring the modeſt minſtrel | in the face; 
Familie, and with arch grimace, 3 
He conn'd the duſky warbler o'er and o er, 
As though he knew him years before; 
And ths began, with ſeeming great on 
All in the Paris eaſe of volubility— | 


« What—Bonpy | { dam'me, is it youw, _ 
i, That thus your pretty phiz to muſic ſcrew, | 4 
« 80 far from hamlet, village, town, and city, _ 
60 To glad old battlements with dull pſalm ditty? 


« *Sdeath |. what A pleaſant, vely, merry ſcene! | 


- 


rn ä 6 FO 66 N 
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« Ae midnight ſcreeches, Bos, between you all! 
« Why what's the name op't, Bonny ? Diſmal Hall! * 


« Come, to befetions—curſe this queer old pot, 
« And let thy owliſh habitatign rot! 
« Join me, and ſoon in riot will we revel : | 
« 71! teach thee how to curſe, and call folks names, 
« And be expert in treaſon, murder, flames, | 
And molt divinely play the devil. > 


6 Yes, this ſhalt leave this ſpe&red N. | 

« And prove thou haſt a bit of ſoul : 
Soon ſhalt thou ſee old ſtupid Lond dance Fl | 

« There will we ſhine immortal knaves ; Bro | 

Not ſteal unknown, like cuckoos, to our graves, 
« But imitate the geniuſes of FRANCE. 


« Who'd be that monkiſh, cloiſter'd thing, a muſcle? 

Importance only can wie from buſtle ! 

« Tornado, thunder, lightning, tumult, ſtrife— | 

* Theſe charm, and add a dignity to life. 

That thou ſhouldſt chooſe this pot. is monſtrous 
cc odd; * 

„Poh, poh! thou canſt not like this life, by Ges?” 


* Sir!” like one thunder-ſtricken, ſtaring wide— 
Can you be ſerious, Sir?“ the Rozin cry d. 

„Serious!“ rejoin'd the Marik, “ aye, my boy— — 
So come, let's play the devil, and enjoy. 


- 
"Py 


* Flames l' quoth the Rozin—* and in riot fevel, 
* Call names, and curſe, divinely play the dong. 

I cannot, for my life, the fun diſcern.” 55 
* No!—bluſh then, Boy! and follow me, anc learn. 


Voc, II. F: e * Excuſe 
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6 Exeuſe me, Sir,“ the modeſt Hermit ery'd 
«© Hell's not the hobby-horſe I wiſh to ride.” | 
6 Hell FP "laugh'd the a. 06. longs 

© dread ; 


Why, Boy, 1 in o Muen the Devil's lately dead: | 


„Damnation vulgar to a Frenchman's _— 
© The world is only kept alive for W 
Againſt futwpity they all proteſt ; : 
e And God and Heav'n are grown a ſtanding jel | 


„ Brimſtone and fin are downright out of faſhion; 
© FRANGE is quite alter d—now a thinking nation 
« No more of penitential tears and groans! 
e Pi1L.050PRY has crack d ReL1610N's E 


« As for your Saviour of a wicked world, 
Long from his conſequence has he been dard: 
<« They do acknowledge ſuch a man, d' ye ſee; 1 
Hut then they call him ſimple Moxsixux CMA. 
% Bos, for thy i ignorance, pray bluſh for ſhame— 
e Behold, thy Doc rox PRIESTLEY ſays * 


Well! now thou fully art canvinc d let's go.” 
« What curſed doctrine !”? quoth the Ronin, © No) 
% I won't go—no! thy ſpeeches make me ſhudder, 
&« Poor Ronin !” quoththeMacer, what — 

„ Bedamn'd, then, Bospy” —flying off, he ray d 

% And, (quoth the Ropin) Sir, may you be favs” 4 
This faid, the tuneful SpRITE renew'd his lay; 
A ſweet and farewell hymn to parting Dar. 


wk 5 


— Y 


In Tuomas Pains the Macrrs doth appear : 
"That Pm Poor. Ronix, is not quite /o clear. 
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I REALLY think chat this tale of the Maori 
and Rokix ought immediately to have followed the 
R2MONSTRANCE : but as diſorder, inſtead of order, 

is the leading feature of my ſublime Lyzic BAE- 
THREN of old, I ſhall take the liberty of ſheltering * 
myſelf under the wing of their ſacred names. The 
fable was written in conſequence of a ſtrenuous 
application of a red-hot RevoLuUTIONI13T to a Por 

in the country, preſſing him to Wed a Member 

of the ORDER of CoNFUSION. 
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aroro OR KINGS. 


Ty: 


, want tof candour really. is not rich 

1 own my Satire too inclin'd to bite: + 

"On Kines behold it break/a/t, dine, and ſup” 
Noro ſhall ſhe þraiſe, and try to make it up. 


Why will the ſimple world expect wiſe 2 
From lofty folk, particularly Kings? - 
Look on their poverty of duration F "7 
Ador'd and flatter'd, taught that they are Gos; 
And by their awful fr&wns and nods, 
z, to ſhake the Pillars of creation! . 


Thy ſcorn char little uſeful Ine call'd Mrs, | 

Who fits them for the circle of Mankind! 
| Pr1De their companion, and the WorkLD their hate; | 
Immur'd, they doze in Ignorance and ſtate. 


Sometimes, indeed, GR RAT KINGS will 1 
A little with their ſablects to unbend ! “! * 


An inſtance take —A Klan of this great and, 
In days of yore, we underſtand, 
Did viſit SaL'sbURv's old church fo fair: | 
An Eaul of zor was the Mox anch; | 
guide ; | 
. they travell'd, ſhuffling fide by ſile; 
; "a into the Cathedral ſtole'the Pax. 


E 8, 


T. 


AN APOLOGY FOR KINGS. * 293 


The VERGER met them in his blue filk gown, 
And humbly bow'd his neck with rev'rence down, 
Low as an als to lick a lock of hay: 

Looking the frighten'd Vzregs thro' and thro, 

All with his eye-glaſs— Well, Sir, who are you? 
What, what, Sir ?—hey, Sir?“ e the II 

to ſay. N | =" 


« I am the VERGER here, moſt « ly . Kino: 13 ** 
In this Cathedral I do ev'ry thing ; ; 


gweep it, an' t pleaſe ye, Sir, and keep it clean.” | 


Hey! Verger! Verger! you the Verger hey" 


« Yes, pleaſe your glorious MargsTv, I be, 
The VEROER anſwer'd, with the mildeſt mien. 


Then turn'd the KINO about towards the PzzR,: - 

And wink d, and laugh'd ; then whiſper'd in his ear, 

“Hey, be what — fine _—_ Lan my 
«© word : | 

1 Ill knight him, knight him, knight bim—bey, my 
Lord?” | 

Then with his glaſs, as hard as eye nad krain, | 

He kenn'd the trembling VꝝROER o'er again. 


„He's a poor Verger, Sirz,” his Lordſhip * : 
< Sixpence would handſomely requite him.“ 

„Poor Verger, Verger, hey?” the King reply'd: | 

„No, no, then, we won't knight him—no, won 1 

* knight him.“ 5 

155 | Now mh 

The Reader will be bas to obſerve, bi the Vs dens, 2 


of all the ſons of the Church, was the only ons enti uſted * 
the Ror Al 1NTENTION. 
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Now to the lofty roof the King did ratſe 

His glaſs, and ſlipp'd it o'er with ſounds of prail; 
For thus his marv'ling Majzsty«did ſpeak: 

« Fine oof this, Maſter Verger, quite complite;'| 
POS and lofty too, and clean and nem: 


FRO 
Retu 


What, Verger, what? mop, mop it once a week?” „ 

* An' t pleaſe your MaIESTv,“ with marw'ling ox} « A 

21 he VãBORR anſwer' d, we have got no mops Rep 

In Sal'ſb'ry that will reach ſo high,” 

Not mop, no, no, not mop it, quoth the Ring. 6 
No, Sir, . our Sa/'/b'ry. mops do no ſuch thing; 

They might as well pretend to ſcrub the h“ 1 

| 3 bo "op { 6 8 

N „ 1. 

| MOR A L. l < 

| *" 4 ( 

This little anecdote doth plainly ſhow: þ 8 Th 

That Ignorance, a King too often lurches; 40 
For, hid from ArT, Lord! how  Jaould MoNnaARCts * | 
know e 


The nat' ral hiſtory of mops and d Th 


& 


* 


FROM Sal'@@'ry Church to Wilton Houſe fo %. 

Return'd the mighty RuLRR of the Land 

My Lord, you've got fine - ſtatues,” md the 
King. 

« A few! beneath your royal notice, Sir,“ 


2. 


ſtir; 
« Let's ſee them all, all, all, all, ev ry y ing. 


% here? . 
« $x508TR1s,” bowing low, reply'd the Peer. 
„Six So8TR18, hey? Sik SosTRIs ? *pon my word: 
% KNIGHT or a BaroNeT, my Lord? © 


15 with a vengeance, Was miſtaking ! 

-S08TRIS, SIRE,” ſo ſoft, the Peer reply'd; 
« A famous Kine of Ecver, Sir, of old.” 
« Poh, poh!” th' inſtructed Monaxcu ſnappiſhcry'd, 
*] need not that—T need not that be told.“ 
Pray, pray, my Lord, who's that big fellow there? 
* Tis HERCULEs,“ replies the ſhrinking PEER. 


Clean'd ſtables! crack'd a lion like a flea; 
him 


* The Quetn, Queen's coming ! wrap an apron 
= round him.“ 
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'$TORY THE son "Wo 


* Kill'd ſnakes, great ſnakes, that in a cradle found 


OUR 


— & 


Reply'd Lord PENBROEE——" Stir, 5 Lord, dur, | 


“ Who's this ? who's this ? who's this fine fellow 


« One of my making ? what, my Lord, my making + E 


* Strong fellow, hey, my Lord ? ſtrong fellow, hey ? | 


if 4 
3 
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1 AN apotooy FOR KINGs. | 

: OUR Moral is not merely water-gruel; 

It ſhows.that curloſity's a jewel! | 

It ſhows with Kings that Ionorancs may dwell: } 

It ſhows that ſubjects muſt not give opinions 

To PeopLE reigning over wide dominions, | 
As information to great Folk, is hell: 


15 Ie ſhows that Dzcency may live with Kings,” 4 
On whom the bold Virtu- men turn their backs; 

Aa ſhows (for num'rous are the naked things) 
That faucy Statues ſhould be lodg? d in ſachs, . 


ADDRESS TO MY BOOK. 


"AN ELEGY. £ 3 


— 


CD of my love, go forth, and try thy fate 8 


Few are thy friends, and manifold thy foes! 
Whether or ag or ſhort will be thy date, 
FuTuziTY's dark volume only knows. 


Much criticiſm, alas! will be thy lot ! 
Severe thine ordeal, I am ſore afraid ! | 
Some judges will condemn, and others not : 
Some call thy form ſub/antial—others, ſhade. 


Yes, Cn1LD, by multitudes wilt thou be tried! 
Wiſe men, and fools, thy merits will examine: 


Thoſe through much prudence, may thy virtues hide ; 


| Theſe, thro' vile rancour or the dread of famine. 


Prov'd will it be indeed (to make thee ſhrink) 
What metal Nature in thy maſs did knead : 
A * melting proceſs will be us'd, I think; 
That is to ſay, large quantities of lead. 


By ſome indeed will NiTzz's fuming ſpirit 
Be o'er thy form ſo ſweet, ſo tender, thrown ; 
Perchance a Mafter hand may try thy merit; 
Perchance an Imp by FOLLY only known. 


Now, now I fancy thee a Amid hare, 

Started for beagles, hounds, and curs, to hive! 
A mongrel dog may ſnap. thee up unfair? 

For Spire and HuNcxs boaſt but little grace. 


. ® Called Eliquation. 
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Long are thy legs (I know), and A for running; 

And many a trick haſt thou within thy brain; 

But guns and greyhounds are too. much for cunning, 
Join'd to the rav nous pack of Tomas Painx ! 


And now a Laws !—What devils now-a-days , 
The butch'ring Stop of Cxrricisx employs! 
Each beardleſs villain. now cuts up, and flays; 


A gang of wanton, brutal, *prentice boys! p 


Ah me! how hard to reach the dome of Faux! 
| Knock'd down before ſhe gets half way, poor £ 
| - "Muſe! 
For many a LovuT that cannot gain a name, 
(Rebus and riddle maker) now reviews / . 


Poor jealous Eunuchs in the land of TasTz, 
Too weak to reap a harveſt of fair praiſe; 

Malicious, lo, they lay the region waſte, 

Fire all they can, and triumph at the blaze! 


Joo oft, with talents bleſt, the cruel Few 
Fix on poor MxRrr's throat; to ſtop her breath: 
How like the beauteous * FRurr, that turns of Dew 
The life ambroſial, into drops of Death 


| Sweet Baz, to Wrruourn ſhouldſt thou find thy 
Fs way! 
- The Eine, with curioſity ſo wild, 
May on a ſudden ſend for thee, and ſay, : 
« See, CHarLY, PETER's child—fine child, fine 
cc child: | 


* 1 | e Ring 
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we The ne > powers of Jew: or rain falling from the 
Manchineel biber are univerſally known, 
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6s « Ring, ring deen 3 ring, Charly, 


> ring; 


« Show it to SCHWELLENBERG ; ſhow, tow it, 
„ ſhow it: 

« She'll ſay, Cad dem de ſaucy foopid Fay | 
4 hate more worſe as hell what come from: Poet. 


Yet will ſame Courtiers all at once be glad! 
LEDS, HAwKksSB'RY, SAL'ss' nv, ene, 
will reyoice; 9 
Forget how oft thy Brothers made them mad, 
And echo through the realm the royal voice. 


And then for Meg his Majzsry may ſend ; 15 
(Making ſome people grumble in their gizzards) 
With DRAkE's new place, perchance, thy SIRE 
befriend ! 


FigsT FLy-CATCHER to good On CHAR- 
LOTTE's * Lizards: | 


* "ad ſtory of the Lizarps is as follow :—At a Bol or 


Gan Crorz lately, which - aſſembled, as uſval, with due 
decorum to deliberate on the ſpecies of food proper to be given 
to the Lions of Bucxincnam-Hovss, the ſolemnity of the 


meeting was interrupted by the ſudden Gothic irruption, and 
elf. introduction, of a ſervant of Siz Francis Draxe, one of 
the Honourable Board ; which ſervant, a true DevonsniRE 


Dourrix, opening an ell-wide pair of jaws, exclaimed thus: 


* Luk Vrancis, I'm a zent to ax if yow've a cort F enny | 
more Vlees 9 —Have ye cort enny, Zusa Vrascis “ The 
Baronet hemmed, winked, nodded, knitted his brows, ſtared, 
ſhrugged up his ſhoulders, blew his noſe, bit his lips at poor 
Numes: but all the face-making hints were then away. 
© Why, Zun Wah. I zay, (continued Nunes) Mapan 
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cc W 3 to know if yow've a nabb'd enny 
more Yes?” The Bon ſtood amazed!—S1z Fraxcisbluſhed 
for the firſ# time. At length, recovering from his confuſion, 
and bidding the fellow, in an angry tone, go about his buſineſz, 
he very candidly informed the Boar, that HN Majzyry 
had lately received a preſent of Lizards ; that ſhe had ordered 
Misrasss SCHWELLENBERG, to catch flies for them; but that, 
to oblige: Misrazss ScyweLLEnBERG, who kindly invited 
him to dine with her three or four times a week, he promiſed to 
affit her in her FLy-nunT ; in ſhort, to be her Deputy Fx r. 
CaTCHER, and not de FLy-CATCHER, as the Exzor er- 


roneouſly proclaimeth.' | 


MORE MONEY! 
OR, T3" 
'ODES OF INSTRUCTION _ 
ay ; 
MISTER PITT: 


WITH 


* 


A VARIETY OF OTHER-CHOICE MATTERS. 


/ 


Quid non mortalia pedlore cogis, 
Auri ſacra fames ?  VigoiL. 


O Gold! thou precious faſcinating evil, 
Ys with what ſoul thou haſt not play'd the devil? 


——— 


Fledtere fi nequeo Superos, Acheronta movebo. VinGiL. 


Go to the Houſe—beg, threaten, nay, compel for't : 
We muſt have Money, though we ſhake all Hell for't. 
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READER, 


THE rumour of an intended and ſpeedy appli- 
cation to Parliament for more Money for the Kino, 


gave birth to the following Odes. Though by no 


means an advocate for Mr. Painz's violent ſyſtem 
of Revolution, I am too much the PoxT or THz 


PEOPLE, not to ſing for a Reformation. To the 


Opzs is ſubjoined a ſort of make- weight Poetry. 
As the Pieces are alluded to in the Ops, I deem- 
ed it not amiſs to publiſh them. —To be ſure, they 
add to the price as well as the bulk of the Pamphlet; 
but, as I ſtill profeſs myſelf free from political cor- 


ruption, notwithſtanding a wicked report to the. 


contrary, (for GREAT Pogrs as well as GREAT 
Kincs may be traduced) I flatter myſelf that thou 
wilt be proud of the opportunity of paying a ſmall 


tribute to PUBLIC VIRTUE. 
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To 


MISTER.PITT, & 


ODE I. 


Mo RE Money wanted! — tis a brazen lie; 
'Tis OrpOSTTToN's diſappointed cry; | 
A poiſon'd ſhaft to wound the beſt of Kings. | 
More Money — tis a poor invented ſtory, 
To cloud with dire diſgrace the King of Glory 
Damn'd ſheers to clip his Famz's exalted wings. 


More Money — tis a little dirty tale, 

To fink of popularity the gale 

That wafts the name of GROROE to utmoſt earth; 
A ſnake that Gould be ſtrangled i in its birth, 


More Money! Tis a party· trick ſo mean, 

To make us fick of our good King and Queen! 

We have no more to give a truce to grants, 

That make the State a field devour'd by“ wants: 

The ruſt that eats the cannon— the rank weed 1 

That dares the veſſel's courſe ſublime impede; " kg 
Vol. II. COWS 5 | The 


* Another word for a mole. 
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The worm that gnaws its native keel, th“! ingrate, 
And opes the world of waters for its fate; 
A ſpreading cancer that demands the knife; pe 
That, wolf. like, preys upon the Nation's life. 


More Money |—what a ſound ! the ſolemn bell * 
That tolls the Conſtitution's knell. | 


| Clap a hot i iron on the patriot tongues, 
For loading ſpotleſs Majeſty with wrongs : 


Nay, tear thoſe JONES, -1 ch e from their « V 

„ 4 T 

Foul pumps, that pour tha froth from poiſon'd e 
ſouls. 


The Monarch ſcorns to aſk a penny more; 
Tax'd to the eyes, his groans the State deplore; 
Away, then, DzramaToNn's baleful breath, © , 
That blows on VisTuz's bud, the blight of death, 


Yet ſhould it happen that the Beſt of Kings 
Should whiſper to his Miniſter frange things, 
And bid thee Money aſk, the tempting curſe; 
Then 2 Trov, the Nation's ſteward, ſaß 
(With rev'rence due to Royalty, I pray), 
Dread Sir, have mercy on your People's ny 


6s 0 King, your calculations have miſled ye: 
Millions on millions you have had already. -- 
© Oh! let“ DiscRRTIoN from the Virtue band 
* Be call'd to Courts to take you by the hand. 


. You 
This is fruitleſs advice, I fear—The Pas810ns/ are too 


powerful for the gentle Virus. See my beautiful Addreſs to 
thoſe Lais in this Work. | | 


4 


* 
ow 
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« You really do not know how rich you are: 
« Your wealth ſo wond'rous makes your ſubjects 
« ſtare, - 
« Squeez'd from great cities, towns, and hovels : 
« HawK8B'KY and CouTTs can ſhow ſuch heapy of 
« treaſure. 
« Such loads of guineas foe the royal pleaſure, 
« Heav'd into iron cheſts with ſhovels 
« Then how can Majeſty be poor ? 
« Your coffers, Sir, are running o'er; 
« Thanks to Economy, of golden views, 
„Who mends old breeches, and twice foles old 
% ſhoes!” 


0 E II. 


Jay to the King (but with profound reſpect, 
For who would manners unto Kings negleQ?) 
* Dread Sir, to Hoſpitals you little grant, 
* Your magic Name ſupplying every want : 
* And then your mutton, veal, and beef, you. 
“ kill, 


© The ſtomachs of your favour'd Few to fill: 


And lo, you kill your own delightful lainby;. 
And beat old BaxewELL * in the breed of rams; 
1 | And 


We have more reverence 1 a Broth Grazier of 
the North, 


24 
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And never wiſh to keep a thing for finery: | 
Thus are parterres of Richmond and of Ker 
© Dug up for bull and cow, and ram and &we, | 
And Windſor Park, ſo glorious, made a ſwiner, * 


4 And lo, your Dairy thriving, let me ſay, 
“As not one drop of milk is giv'n away; 
* So ſays your little dairy-maid ſo ſweet, 
Wboſe beauties many a ſmile ſo gracious meet; 
« And ſmiling like the blooming May 
Who. ſhows the milk-fcore ev'ry day. 


How then can Majeſty be poor ? 
& Your cheſts, Sir, muſt be rurthing o'er. 


„ Ge that expences bred, 
«© And Duxs of CUuBERLAND“, ſo dear, are dead, 
That gave ('tis ſaid) your Majeſty much pain; 
6“ The Nation kindly paid your Doctors bills, 
„J mean the WII Lis Es, for toil and pills, 
That brought you to your wiſdom, Sire, again; 
„Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
„ Your coffers muſt be running o'er. 
“ Cabbage and carrot without end, 
„„ The Windſor Gard'ners + daily ſend ; 
% Proud that their vegetables load the board 
* Of Britain's High and Mighty Lonp! 


Of this, their glad poſterity ſhall boaſt ; 


6c For ſuch an honour never ſhould be loft: 
| . Thus 


* By the death of the Duke, a large annual i income . 
tochis Majeſty. 


+ Not now.— See the Progreſs of Abui Arion. 


4.0 
* 
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« Thus ſhall they cry in triumph to their neighbours, 

* Crown'd were our great great great forefathers 
«© labours; 

“ Whole praiſe thro'Fanz's long trumpet ever errings, 

« For giving cabbages to Kings 


« Preſents of ev' ry ſort of thing are made, 

* Without the ſlighteſt danger of offending, 
Either from gentlemen, or men in trade; 

* Your Majeſties are both ſo condeſcending ; 
« Folks for acceptance never beg and pray; 
2 For preſents never yet were turd away. 


* 


7 People meet much encouragement indeed, 
« For ſending rarities and pretty things: - 
* Although ſuch rarities ye do not need— 
Such is the ſweet humility of Kings! 
« Then how can Majeſty be poor? 
« Your coffers mult be running o'er. 


“ Card-entertainment *tis ye chiefly give, 

“By which the Chandlers ſcarce can live: 

For ſoon as e'er ye leave the little rout, 

© The candles are immediately blown out ! 

* So quickly ſeiz'd on by ſome candle-ſhark, 

* LAbiEs and Gentlemen are in the dark; * 

* Where what has happen'd, heav'n alone can tell, 
* As DasKNEss oft turns pimp t' undo a BELLE.” 


At the breaking-up of a Royal Caid- party, this is con: 5 
ſtantly done: —the poor Maids of Honour, and che Gentlemen, 
may grope their way how they cnn. 2 


[ 


ODE 
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r « By 
8 : ( 5 | : 66 
| Say to thy King, (but, as I've ſaid before, „De 


With due reſpect), by G—, you can't be poor, 
Sometimes a little Concert is made up, 
Ir Whey nought is giv'n to eat or ſup— 
e Where Music makes an economic pother; 
e Where, with a ſolitary tweedle tweedle, 
A pretty melancholy fiddle 
ce Squeaks at the abſence of his little brother, 1 
* Whoſe preſence would be much enjoy'd, 
But coſts too much to be employ'd! + 
Where FiscHtR's inſtrument (a frugal choice) 
4 Serves both for hautboys and for voice — 
& As BILLINCTON and MRA, to the King, 
* And that perverſe SroxACE, will not ſing.“ 


Lo! by ſome Womax's order (fie upon her!) 
The pretty, harmleſs, modeſt Maids of Honour 
; | 4 Are 


When 1 Nieol 41, his MajzsTy's firſt fayourite, 

F*ſt fiddle, and firft news-monger, went with his Majzorr' 
commands to Madam ST*****, to aſſiſt at a ſort of a concert at 
Buckingham-houſe, the Songſtreſs, ſmiling on him with the mot 
ineffable contempt, aſked him, * What, Nicol A1, I am to ng 
at the old price, 1 ſuppoſe ?? meaning nothing My compl 
ments to your Maſter and Miſtreſs, and tell them I am better 
engaged.” In ſhort, the inſolence of fingers and performers ih 
intolerable. In other countries, the bare honour of ſinging and 


playing to MajzsTyY is thought ample recompence ; but ir 
deed, the en expect money . I 
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- « Are forc'd to furniſh for their beds, the ſheet ; 
« The pillow-caſes too, ſays Fame, 
« By order of ſome high-commanding Dame, 
Jo whoſe ſweet ſoul economy is ſweet. 


„Dear Maids of Honour! what a fin of ſins, 
* That Britain can't accommodate your kins ! 


« Poor GENEROSITY is ſadly lam'd; - 

And yet the noble beaſt was ne'er r 5 hard 
« Pale, cold Economy ſeems quite aſham'd, 

© Who never plays an idle card; 
“ Nay, AvaRICE, her mother, with ſurpriſe 
Turns up the whites, ſo fad, of both her eyes. 


« To Wit, ye nothing give—to. Learning nought : 
“Lo, in his garret, MarHEMATI Cs pines, 

„Where, hungry after bread and cheeſe and thought, 
« He forms with brother ſpiders uſeleſs lines. 


Th' expence of New-Year's Ode is felt no more 
„ Thus is that needleſs, tuneleſs hubbub o'er : 
All praiſe muſt. centre in the Birth-day Song: 
* The Virtues muſt be lump'd together—yes ! 
© And then (if ſubject may preſume to gueſs) 
* The LAuxEAr need not make it very long. 


A had of praiſe is nauſeous ſtuff— 
„Sina, don't you think, at times, ene line enough! 2 
* What's chriſten'd Merit, often wants a crutch; 
Thus then a /ingle line may be too much. 
5 1355 | “In 

is Court Farce, in conſequence of a ſcantinely of public 

virtue, and a univerſal ridicule, was, for a ſeaſon or two, diſ- 


miſſed.” Great events, however, unexpeRtedly happening, the 
Lyric warwhoop has been called in again to ſound their praiſes 


* 
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* In vain the Firſt of Poets tunes his pipe; 


het? vain for Royal patronage he ſigh'd: 
In vain (ſome ſay) the modeſt Bard apply d 


And if this Bard, whom all the Nine inſpire, 


* What tho' uncouth his tage, and dark his face; 


c T 

c His whiſtle ne er ſqueez d bee em Your 
& gripe— | 

e Vain al Epiſtles, yain his ati Odes: 

No, no! poor PzTzRr may his ſtrain prolong; 

c The dev'l a farthing will reward his ſong, 

The ſong that ſhould have celebrated Gods! 


« A 


To gain his book your patroniſing name. 


6 Inſtead of generous oil to feed his fire, 

& Finds cold cold water flung upon his flame: 
„ If he, ah! vainly ſighs for dedication, 
* Woe to the n of the Nation! 


« Whoſe breeding Mother might for charcoal 
"08; long; ; 

ce Still may the BAR D abound in verſe and grace, 
And love for Majeſty, Eving ſtrong. 


Then heed not, Sinz, a clumſy form ſo fat, 
« And ſombre phiz, Dame NaTuRE's work, 


“ unkind: 
Great moufing qualities, with many a cat, 


« Of perfect uglineſs, a lodging find. 


6 Obſerve a fat, black, greaſy lump of coal; 
Lo, to that moſt ungrateful piece of earth, 
« A warm and lively luſtre owes its birth; 
* A flame in this world, pleaſant to the foal.” 


/ 
« To 
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i To ſhapeleſs clouds, that, waggon- like, along 

« More cumb'rous, ſcowling on the * 

“ heav'n, 

« At times, behold, the *** belong! 

« To ſuch, of rain the lucid drops are givn: 
+ Nay, mid the maſs ſo murky and forlorn, 

« Behold the lightning's vivid beam 18 born!“ 


Say—* Mighty Monarch, modeſt Manrr pines, 
« Hid like the uſeleſs gem amid the mines. 

© Tour gracious ſmile, which all the world reveres, 
% Tour wealth had open'd her pale cloſing eye, 
Which Horx once brighten'd with a ſpark of joy, 
„And cruel DisayPoINTMENT quench'd with 
& tears.” "oY 9 


ODE IV. 


Tarn unto Majeſty ſhalt thou repeat 
The lines that are to Majeſty a treat, 
Proverbs that economic ſouls revere ; 

To wit. A pin a day's a groat a year” 

* A little ſaving is no ſin''— 

Near is my ſhirt, but nearer is my ſkin“ — 
A penny ſav'd, a penny got“ 

* *Tis money makes the old mare trot''— © 
Then ſay, * With ſuch wiſe alen, Tm ſure 
* No Monarch ever can be poor.” | 


Say too, © Great Sir, your Queen i is "7 rich; 4 
* Witneſs the di monds lodg'd in ev'ry ſtitch 


» 
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“ Of Madam's petticoat, · of broad effulgence; 


« Where flame ſuch jewels on its ample field, 
“ As only to her charms and virtues yield, 


* So very noble, God's and Man's indulgence! 


© Now mayſt thou raiſe thy tone a little higher— 
Not *Squire, for that's impertinent, but SIA 
Firm ſhalt thou ſay, © The Realm is not a wizard, 


0 Quick, with a word, to make the guineas ſtart, 


To pleaſe a Monarch's gold-admiring heart— 
1 ſhort, BRITANNIA grumbles in her gizzard. | 


cc Sire, let me ſay,” the Reitm will ſmell a rat, 


* And cry, © Oh! oh! I know what ye are at— 
© Is this your cunning, Maſter BILLVY Pitt? | 


© What, Maſter BiLLy! try to touch his Grace? 


© To keep your moſt, moſt honourable place? 
Ils this your flaming patriotic fit? 


Thick as may be the head of poor John Bull, 
© The beaſt hath got /ome brains within his ſkull; 


© A pair of dangerous horns, too, let me add; 


Dare but to make the generous creature mad." . 


Thus mayſt thou decently thy voice exalt— 


And add, Soft fires, O Monarch, make ſweet 


% malt; 


«© The kiln, much forc'd, may blaze about our ears, 


« And then may Farz be buſy with his ſheers—. 


% For then, with all his fame, your daring Sainz 


* May, rat-like, * unpitied in the fire.“ 


Proclaim 


* This "ASM p*tticoat affordeth a pleaſant kiltory—ove part b 
of which is, that it was watched all night by a certain Greg 


Man, on a particular occaſion, to prevent its being ſtolen. + 
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Proclaim that Reputation is a jewel, 

And life, without it, merely 8 

Say, that a King who ſeeks a deathleſs name, 
Turns not to neu- papers to find a fame; 
Where paragraphs (a Miniſterial job) | 
Report the hali-crown howlings of a Mob. 


Inform the Monarch, when he goes to heav'n, 
Verſe to his parting 1 may be giv'n; 5 
Ev'n PzTzR's verſe, for which a thouſand figh— 
Verſe which the PozT ev'n to Brutes * can give, 
To bid their lucky names immortal live, 

Yet to a King the ſacred gift deny! 


Say, © Sire, we've crippled the poor people's backs 
Poor jaded, worn- out, miſerable hacks; 

« How ' tis they bear it all, is my ſurpriſe! 
« I cannot catch another tax indeed, 
« With all yeur fox-hounds? noſes, and my ſpeed, 

* Your humble greyhound, though all teeth and 

<< eyes. 

“ The State, Sir, you will iy allow, 
Has been t'ye a moſt excellent milch cow; 


For you, too, many a bucket has been fill'd 
“But truſt me, Sir, the cow muſt not be Fill d. 


So numerous are your wants, and they ſo keen, 
* That verily a hundred thoufand pounds 
* Seem juſt as in a bullock's mouth a bean! 
ws muy of butter midſt a pack of hounds ! 
| «© Have 


This is literally true. I, the Lyzic PETER, aſſert, that 
I haye written a moſt beautiful Elegy to an old Friend, a Dying 
Aſs, with more feeling than I could compliment the deaths of 
half the Kings i in Chriſtendom. 
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*« Have mercy on us, Sir—you can't be poor 
* Your coffers _ mult be n 0 er., 


Say, Sikk, your wiſdom i Is prodigious great! 


„Then do not put your ſervant in a ſweat : 2 
He hates nN tis a game of danger 
* The ſound, more money“, the whole realm appalls; Say, 


« Still, ſtill it vibrates on Sa IN STEHEN “'s walls; 
O ur beaft, s PUBLIC, ſoon muſt ** the 
WK Pager.“ 
Say, 


* 'The cry of © More Money, more Money,“ brings to tecol. 
lection a little dialogue, amongſt the many, that happened be. 
tween the Kind of the Mosquiroes and myſelf, - in the 
Government-honſe at Jamaica, during the adminiſtration of 

the late Sir WiLL1am TaETAWXVY.— His MajesTy was a very 

ſtout black man, exceedingly ignorant, nevertheleſs poſſeſſed of 
the ſublimeſt ideas of Royalty; very tiotous, and grievouſly 
inclined to get drunk. He came to me one day, with a voice 


more like that of a bullock than a king, roarings 66 Mo drink 
for King, mo drink for King!“ 


* 


| P. P. 
King, you are drunk already. 
| . 


Kinc. 


No! no! King no drunk—Kiog no drunk - Mo drink for 


King Broder George love drink (meaning the King of 
Egiend). 


ut FG 
Brother George does not love drink : he is a ſober man · 


Kins, 


But King of Moſquito loye drink—me will have mo drink— | 
, eee 
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Say, © Good my Liege, indeed there's n more hay; 
« Kind-hearted King, indeed there's no more 

wi >» 5 + 


« Our hack, OLD ENGLAND, ſadly falls away; 
« Lean as lean Rosix AN TE, and forlorn. 


Say, © Sire, your Parliament I dare not meet ; 
For verily. 've ſome remains of grare : 
« If forc'd with money-meflages to greet, 


* Your Majeſty mult lend me H——ar's face. 


«3 know what Parliament will foo, ſo mad— — 

More money, Mas TER BILL! very fine! 
The impudence of highwaymen, my lad, 

* By G—! is perfect modeſty to thine.” . 

« Sire, Sire, the moment that I mention Monzr, 
Fm ſure the anſwer will be NIN NV NON.“ 


ODE VI. 


Now, Prrr, put forth a ſmall prophetic ſound ; 

Say, © Kincs ſhould keep their ſtate, but net be 
rich“ 

Yes, ſay, © they never ſhould with wealth abound, 
* As money might the royal mind bewitch.“ 

Say, * Gambling Monarchs pgſſibly may ſpring, 

* And Stocks be at the mercy of a King— 

And if for Boroughs ſigh their great affections, 

* Rare buſineſs for the DeviL at elections; 


« A Monarch 


| 
| 
; 
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+ A Monarch offering his own heads and notes! 
% A King and Cobbler quarrelling for votes!” 


Then lift thine head, and alſo lift thine eyes, 75 
And drawing of thy mouth the corners down, | (6 
Exclaim (as ſtricken with a deep ſurpriſe), | / f 
Not that I think a man who wears a crown 3 


* Would act ſo meanly, Sir, or ever did 
No! forbid, dread Sovereign God forbid!” 


Such are my Fondialels, PirT.—Thy Kirig, perchatice, 
May, ſmiling, hear thee oracles advance; 
And pitying thee for hinting reformation 

To ſuch a King of ſuch a Nation, 155 

May ſtun thee with two proverbs all ſo pat—  * 
What, what, Pirr— play a jig to an old Cat?” 
What, preach—whar, preach to me on Money. wit! 
Old Foxes want no tutors,” BiI. LV Prrr.“ 


The 


| ® Reformation is a moſt difficult and dangerous ſubjeft.— 
Hazarding a critique on the work of a very eminent Artiſt, ſome 
years ago, what was the conſequence ?—See the Ode. 
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The nden E bes was written on the R Regal Scheme 
of fattening Cattle ſolely on  Horſe-cheſnuts, which 
(had it ſucceeded) muſt have been attended with 
prodigious ſavings. The Bullocks tried what they 


could do, but were forced to give up the an, and 
nearly the N ! 


THE ROYAL BULLOCKS.' 
A CONSOLATORY AND PASTORAL ELEGY. 


Vr horn'd inhabitants of Windſor Park, 
Where reign'd ſweet HosPITALITY of yore, 

Why are ye not as merry as the lark? 
Why is it that ſo diſmally ye roar ? 


| 
| 
: 

* 

by 

7 
q 
: 

* 2 


Ah me! I gueſs the cauſe our glorious King 
Would fatten cattle in the cheapeſt way — 
It is, it is, horſe-cheſnuts !—that's the thing 

Which gives each face the cloud of dire diſmay. 


Say, do the prickles ſtab each gentle beard f 
Te with t'oblige the King; but ah! with pain 
Ye turn them round and round, to bite afeard, 
And, faintly mumbling, drop them out again. 


Fain would I comfort you with better meat— 

God knows I pity every plaintive tone— 
_ Gladly your gums with turnips would I greet, | 
And give the fragrant hay to ſoothe each groan. 
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Say, are the nuts too ſolid to be chew'd ?— 
Of want of nut- crackers do ye complaity? 

Ye make up awkward mouths upon your food; 
But plaint of ev'ry ſort is pour'd in vain. 


Condemn'd on ſuch hard fare to ſup and dine, 
And often by its ſtubbern nature foil'd, 


80 
Perhaps ye wiſh it roaſted, gentle Kine, Behc 
Or probably ye wiſh it ſtew'd or boil'd. A1 
But coals coſt money - labour muſt be ſav d The 
Now, this would prove a great expence indeed: 60 
Ah! Kine, by ſuch economy cloſe-ſhav'd, 
Your bellies grumble, and your mouths —_ « J 
bleed. | 6 
Your leanneſs mortifies the King of Nations : Ho 
Diſpleas'd, he wonders that ye won't grow fat: 
Your high back-bones employ his ſpeculations, Ex 
Much your lank bellies exerciſe his chat. 
The Man whoſe lofty head adorns a crown, 
That ſtoutly ſtudies bullocks, pigs, and books, I 
Wants much to ſee you knock'd by butchers down, 
And LC? in fair array upon their hooks. 1 


Yet, murm'ring creatures, life is vaſtly ſweet— 
For life were I a bullock, I ſhould ſigh : 

Much rather make a ſacrifice to meat; 

Live on horſe-cheſnuts, than on turnips die. 


AMO- 
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A MORAL, REFLECTION, 


ON THE PRECEDING ELEGY. 


HOW can the eye, in Narunz's ſoftneſs dreſt, 


So harden'd, ſee the diff rent tribes around; , 


Behold the grazing cattle all fo bleſt, 


And lambkins mingling ſport, with ſweeteſt found 


Then gliſt'ning, in a ſtrain of triumph cry, 
« Your throats,' young 3 will ſoon be 
cut 
u, ſweet Miſs Lamb, moſt foeedily ſhall die— 
* Soon on the ſpit, you, Maſter Calf, be put?” 


How can the tongue, amid the mingled noiſe 
Of gooſe, duck, turkey, pigeon, cock and hen, 
Exclaim, “ Aye, aye, good fowl, your cackling joys 
* Soon ceaſe, to fill with mirth the mouths of 
'« men?” 


| cannot meet the lambkin's aſking eye, 
Pat her ſoft neck, and fill her mouth with food, 
Then ſay, © Ere evening cometh, thou ſhalt die, 


«And drench the knives of butchers with thy 


6 blood. ” | 


| cannot ling with lib'ral hand the grain, 
And tell the feather'd race ſo bleſt around, 
For me, ere night, ye feel of death the pain; ; 
* With broken necks ye flutter on the ground..” 


LI 


"We II. Y . How 
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c How vile Gao, creatures of th* Almighty't hang 
Enjoy the fruits that bounteous Na ruzꝝ yields, | 

60  Graze at your eaſe along the ſunny landly = 
' * Skim the free air, and ſearch the fruitful fields: 


Go, and be happy i in your mutual lovess 1 
40 No violence ſhall ſhake your ſnelter'd home; 

o Tis life and liberty ſhall glad my groves; 

The cry of murder ſha}l not damn my dome: 


Thus ſhould 1 fay, were mine a houſe and land— 
And lo, to me a parent ſhould ye fly,_ 

And run, and lick, and peck with love my hand, 
And crowd around me with a fearleſs eye. 


And you, O wild inhabitants of air, po 
To blels, and to be bleſt, at PzTzR's call, 

Invited by his kindneſs, ſhould repair: 
Chirp on his roof, and hop amidſt his hall 


No ſchoolboy” 8 hand ſnould dare your neſts invade, 
And bear to cloſe captivity your young: | 
Pleas'd would I ſee them flutter from the ſhade, 1 


And to my window call the ſons of ſong. 


And You, O natives of the flood, ſhould play 
Unhurt amid your cryſtal realms, and ſleep: 
No hook ſhould tear you from your loves away 
No net furrounding form its fatal ſweep. 


Pleas'd ſhould I gaze upon your gliding throng, 

= ſport invited by the ſummer beam; | 

Now moving in moſt ſolemn march along, 
yo Gy, leaping : from the = ſtream- | 
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How far more grateful to the ſoul the joy 


Thus daily, like a ſet of friends, to treat ig 
Than, like the bloated epicure, to c 


"4 Zounds! what rare dinners = ! how I Lend 
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MY DYING ASS; PETER. 


Fagnn of my youthful days, for ever paſt, 
When whim and harmleſs folly rul'd the hour; 
Ah! art thou ftretch'd amid the ſtraw at laſt !—- © 
Theſe eyes with tears thy dying looks devour. 
Bleſt, would I ſoften thy hard bed of death, 
And with new floods the fount of life ſupply: : 
Yes, PzTzR, bleſt would I prolong thy breath, "a6 
Renew each nerve, and cheer thy beamleſs _ 


But wherefore wiſh ? Thy lot is that of all : 
Thy friend who mourns, muſt yes to Natozs's 
law— 
Like thee muſt ſink, and, o'er each dark'ning bell, 
Will DzaT#'s cold hand th' eternal curtain draw. 


Piteous thou lifteſt up thy feeble head, 
And mark*{ me dimly, with a dumb adieu; 
And thus amid thy hopeleſs looks I read, 
Faint is thy ſervant, and his moments few. 

= With 
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324 ELEGY ON my DYING Ass, PETER. 


« With thee no more the hills and vales 1 tread! 
4 Thoſe times, ſo happy, are for ever &: 

ce. Ah! why ſhould Farz fo cruel cut. o read, 

And part a friendſhip that muſt meet no more? 


= 0, when theſe languid lids ve flint * Farz; 

0, let in peace theſe aged limbs be laid 
Mid that lov'd field which ſaw us oft of late, 
% Beneath our fav'rite willow's ample ſhade! 


« And if my Maſter chance to wander nigh, 

© Befide the ſpot where PxrER's bones repoſe; 

& Let your poor ſervant claim one little figh ; 
Grant this—and, bleſt, theſe eyes for ever cloſe. 


. thou poor Srixir, yes thy wiſh is mine 
Les, be thy grave beneath the willow's gloom 
There ſhall the ſod, the greeneſt ſod, be thine; 


And there the W flow'r * | Spring ſhall 
bloom. | 


Oſt to the field as Harry my Ps Pp 
Thy turf ſhall furely catch thy Maſter's eye; 
There on thy ſleep of death ſhall FalxxDSHI . 

| Dwell on paſt days, and leave thee with a ſigh, 


| guest! is {membrance of our youthful hours,” 
When Innocence upon our actions ſmil'd! 
What though Aunrriox ſcorn'd our humble pow', 
Thou: a wild cub, and I a cub as wild ? | 


Pleas'd will I tell how oft we us'd to roam; ; | 
How oft we wander'd at the peep of morn; 

Till NicnT had wrapp'd the world in ſpe@red gloom, 

Ts: Stzancr ne 90 the beet Horm. 1 — 
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Thy.* victories will I recount with joy; . 
The various trophies by thy fleetneſs won; 
chat I, thy playfellow, a boy, 

 Beheld the feats by nameſake PETER done.. 


* & 
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* 
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Amidſt my friends I oft will give our tale; 
When lo, thoſe friends will ruſh thy ſod to ſee, 6 [ 
And call thy gn region PeTER's VALE. 
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AN ACADEMIC ODE 


[This Ode mar written ſome years face, and was miſlaid'; but is 
fortunately recovered. It hinteth at the univerſal rage for 


gently-reforming touch of e ol] 


1 


2 


Alas! who has not fondneſs for a name? 
Lo, Narukk wove it in our infant frame 
From ear-delighters, down to ear-confounders, 
Each vainly fancies he poſſeſſes killing tones; 
Evn from the Mar as and the BiLLinoTons, * 


—— = 


Down to the wide-mouth raſcals crying founders ; 
wy 


* PeraR's nal powers were truly great; and 1 fize 100 
alles. It would probably be too ludicrous here to affirm; chat 


for a /optenuto he might, with equal juſtice, bavc becn — not 
only the 1 but the Apollo. 


Ves, yes, (for grief muſt yield at times to gle) o 
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ſtrength he might juſtly have been called the Hercules of Jack: 
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M actbrine boy. 


Nay, vatchi&l a ther merits n6 Ways fmall, To 

Provd of à 16ud, cltar, melancholy bawly.. - So ſt 

| Nay, proud too bf that inſtrument the nals, * 

That drivis the hobbling brotherhood t6 n « W 

| Tei Jes! much vanity's in human nature « v 
= Like mad do ogs, that abhor the water, Quo 


The Falte hate to hear their faults ailpiapd; 
And thsugü 1 fing them in the fweeteſt tym, 
Such are the reformation-curſing times, 

The fooliſh fellows wiſh the Poet dead! 


' © Ls 


Now this is bags depravity, I fear ; FR | 
My Tale, too, proveth it, as noon- day cle 


Pl 
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THE TALE OF VAN TRUMP, . 

8 Yan Tauts; who painteth very well 1 

Flam'd at my gentle criticiſms, like hell F 
"I Poox vretch (cry'd Tzune), Pm much dit 

* rogue's ſuperiors— | | 


e Ven he, poor louſy dog, be ded an rot, * 
1 T RUMP by pepels vill not be forgot, 
Seb « But lif in all de mouths of my  poſteriors'— 
1 Meaning, indeed, by this ſeverity, 

His name would live to all poſterity. 


Upon a day, ſome goodly folks and fine 
Ktriv'd, to barter praiſe for beef and wine; 
Jeanmciane were the wights, I ebw, 
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THE TALE of VAN. TRUMP. 307 
To Madam Txuur did fall the carving work; 
So ſticking in a fowl's ſoft b:eaſt her fork—. _ 
« | wiln fork” (quoth angry Madam Tavur,! 
« Wriggling from ſide to fide her angry rump) 
« Were now as deep in PRTER PIN DAR's * 2 
« Vell zed—dat's clever Jantelmans, dat's vit, 


Quoth Vaxn—* ſpake it vonce more, my dear, a bit 


Now don't you tink, Sirs, dat my Vrow's aun 
* ſmart ? 


« Now, jantelmans, I ax you if you bun- | 


_— Van; Upitartiig—cutching fire like un- x 


der 


8 To drenk von dam gobt bumper pon our Nees 
Come, Sirs, Damnation to dat PrTEX PN DAR.“ 


plumb down the great Academicians fell, N 


And hearty drank th immortal Bard to hall! 


Such is, 1 bluſh to ſay, the dey liſh ja 
Too oft contaminating poor Mankind! 


Here too a little Moral may be ſeen: 
Reformzrs are good folks the million ine ; 4 

And who, if hang'd, or ſhot; or burnt, I ween, 
Repentant, fin their folly Gut, #8 late. 
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THE WIND so CARD ENERS,” 


* V. RY fr their Ck to ; Windſor "0 
Lo, almoſt ev'ry curious mouth was rent— 

With what?—with gaping bn the-Roy4L Pain: 
Indeed' from Eaſt and Weſt and North and Squth, 


Arriv'd large cargoes both of eye and mouth, 
-To feaſt on Ma JESTY their gape and ſtare. 


Not cke. the * Ponchk, the prince _. joke, 
ee brought together ſuch a herd of folk. 


Amongſt the thouſands full of admiration,” 
Appear'd fair Windſor's GARDENING Naxiox, 
Blazing with Loyalty's bright torches: 
They humbly came their MafESsTIES to greet, 
Begging their Mals TIES to come and treat, 
On ev'ry ſort of fruit, their grand Allforches. 
The Cour x fffl'daffent, and aſk'd grand queſtions, 
Reſolv'd to gratify their grand digeſtions. 


Forth went his Majzsry, ſo condeſcending— 

Forth went our gracious QuzEN, the fruits com- 
mending— 

Munching away at a majeſtic rate; 5 
The Gardeners ſaw themſelves beſpread with glory ; 
Told unto all the ale-houſes the ſtory; 

Which houſes did again the tale relate. : 

Th 
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Yes, they were all ſo pleas'd that their poor thing: 
Should ſind ſuch favour in the mouths of Kings 
80 happy at the ſudden turn of fate, 

As though they all had found a fine eſtate. 


With awe deep ſtricken were the Gardeners tite— 

So ſharp they ey'd them as they ate their fruit— ; 
Marv'ling to find that ſuch as wear a crown 

Had actions very much like theirs in eating; 


And that they mov'd, when * 0m and me rines 


' greeting, e 
Their jaws like other People up 40 dun; 
And that, like many folks, they ate a dea... ; 
Making (that is to ſay) a plonghman's meal. 


And now the GarDENERs, all ſo glorious, wanted 

To ſend to MaJesTY rare things—'twas granted. Ou 
Both horſe and foot ſo labour'd to embark it! , 

So much indeed unto their Graces came, 

In conſequence of this moſt loyal flame, | 
The palace look'd like Covent-Garden Market. 


And lo, their MajzsT1zs went forth each day, 
Their compliments to dainty fruits to pay: 


The Gardeners met them 1 beſt looks ani 


bos; 
And then the royal reputation rais 4 
The vegetable wiſdom highly prais'd 
Of Gzorce the glorious, and his glorious Srobsx. 


They told of Windſor town the gaping throng, 
What * did unto r EF" 3 
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A how chey pick'd the 6et—ſtrange to relate too, 
As how their eyes wert of ſuch lofty ſtatu 
FilPd with ſo much ſublimity their — 
They look'd not on an onion or pbtate 
Which ſhow'd a noble patroniſing ſpirit, 


; And pod that ew'n in fruit they favour'd merit. 


Reader, prepare to drop thy jaw with wonder! 
Prepare thee. now to hear a ſound like thunder! | 
The Gardeners, lo, with Majeſty grew tir d“ 
No more their gracious viſitors der d 

In ſhort, when MoxARcHs did themſelves Giſpkey 
The Gardeners, bond Ide, ran away; 1795 
Finding a ſort of vacuum mongſt their fruit, 
That did not much their ſcheme of thriving ſult 


For Maj es gives nought to ſubjects, mind 
Henour and money would be much too kind; 5 
The royal ſmile, and guinea's glorious rays, 
Like SEMELE;'* would kill them with the blaze. 


Thiey now began exalted birth to ne, 
And fancy MoxAxchs much like common folk: 
Therefore no more, when MaJjzsT1es were coming, 
Whiſtling and laughing, ſmiling, ſinging, humming, 
They gap'd, and, blefling their too happy eyes, 
Leap'd at their preſence, juſt like fiſh at flies. 


5 Thus did thoſe fellows run from Queen and KING; 


Which ſhows the changefi) folly of mankind— 
1 By growing tir'd and ſick of a good thing, 
WE actual happineſs alas ! [ tons blind! 805 


1 The hevy of N not being known to exerſſibne, i is 
this: The young lady,.ambitious of enjoying Jupiter in all his 
glory, periſhed amidſt the ſublime effulgence of the God. 


THE PROGRESS OF Mixx rId N. 
For what in this our earthly world can ſptivg, 
That's e equal to a wiſe and glotious Kino? 


What in this world of Ilets can be ſeen, 
That's equaf to a ſweet and generous Orr! ? , 


To fancy eneeig as! what fin it 181 * 
From ſuch pro Ne opinion how I ſhrink — 
There mult be omething great, for they too think - 

Themſelves great ods, or couſins of Roll 


No more thoſe dogs the Gard'ners ponder d 

To ſay fine words, and make a loyal C 
No more they felt a cheaking in the throat: 

No more look'd up and down, and wink'd alkew, 

Poor ſouls! and, illy, Wilt not what | to do, wy 
When with vaſt awe the ROYAL VISAGE 5300 


No, no! the ſcene was molt completely alter d 
No longer like ſome ſtupid jack-aſs halter d 
Beſide a miller's door, or gate, or poſt, 

In deep and filent meditation loſt, ä 

To Majeſty were drawn their heads fo chick a 
No- they were off —all admiration-fick ; 

The ſmites of MAjüsr x deem ' d e Bun. 
The converſation Lord! not worth : a plüm! 
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Suck is ſad repetition, Oye Gods! | 
And this may really happen to n Odes! 


Men of huge titles and exalted places 
Should at a diſtance commonly be ſeen— - 

Eyes ſhould not be familiar with their faces; 
"Ti WonDtsr goes a courting to each mien. 


Lo, 
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Lo, Novzury's a barber s ſtrap or hone, " | 
That keenneſs to the razor-paſſions dean 
Us weareth out this barber's ſtrap or 1 3 
Thus tis by NovzLrv, ENJOYMENT. dyes. 7 | 


In Lowe, a ſweet example let me ſeek : 
I have'it—CyNTHIWs ſoft luxurlant neck— _ 
Fix d on the charm, how pleas'd the eye can del! 


How ſighs the hand within the gauze to creep, 3 
Mouſe-like, and on the ſnowy hills to:fleep, WI 
Rais'd by the moſt delicious, gentle ſwell 3*: - - An 
Like gulls, thoſe birds that riſe; and now _ 
Bleſt on the boſom of the wavy tide. | . Ar 
But let the breaſt be common—all's' undone 15 Ta 
Wiſhes, and ſighs, and longings, all are gons!. 
Away the hurrying palpitations fly ! | Jo T 
Drsixk lies dead upon the gazeleſs eye! E 
Sunk into inſipidity is rapture ! - - + - 45 3 
Thus finiſheth of Love the ſimple ee * 
This is a pretty leſſon, though not new ;; : 
A leſſon fit for Gentile or for Jew : + at} ' 
For Loy, the cooing, ſweet, perſuaſive pigeon, g 
Gains all the globe indeed to his religion: 275 | 


Throughout the world his humble vot'ries pray, 
And worſhip him exactly the ſame way. 
Other religions kill—are torn by ſtrife; 


Love ki Her, and, ww ſweeter fell, gives bife +. 
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ADDRESS To THE vin runs 


But then ſo meek and feeble in your natures! 

| Thou charming CrasTITY: now, par WN 

Who gard'ſt the luſcious lip, and ſnowy breaſt, 

And all that maketh wiſhing ſhepherds bleſt, 
Forbidding thieves on facred ground to trample. 

. Appear but Love, the ſavage, all is loſt; 

Faint, trembling, bluſhing, thou giv'ſt up the ghoſt : 
Lo, there's an end of all thy mincing care! 
The field ſo guarded, in the TVRANT's pow'r; 
Each fence torn down, deſpoil'd each moſſy bow'r, 

All, all is rudely plunder'd, and laid bare. 


VirTuss ! ye blunder*d on our world, I fear— 
Deſign'd, I ween, for ſome more gentle ſphere; 
Where the wild Pass10Ns ſtorm ye not, nor teaze ye; 
Where ev' ry animal's a mild MAR HES. 


know your parentage and education 

Born in the ſkies—a lofty habitation ; A 

But for a perfect ſyſtem were intended, 

Where people never needed to be mended. 

How could ye think the Pass1ons to vithſtand, 
Thoſe roaring BLapzs, ſo out of all command, 
Whoſe ſlighteſt touch would pull you all to pieces ? 
They are Gol! AH8—you but little Miss! 
Then pray go home again, each pretty Dzan— ' 
Ye but diſgrace — by ging a 
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| A art PoTENTATE, of : ſome \Aiſcerning | 
Inquiſitive indeed | and fond of learning, 
From Windſor oftidanc'd down ih Eton Collage, 
To make himſelf a pincuſhion of knowledge; 
That is, by gleaning pretty little ſcraps 
Of Casar, ALEXANDER, and ſuch chaps. 


There ſagely would he oft harangue the Mare, 
On Howes, VIs0IL, Pindas, my relation, 
Fats a jack- fly, very often faſter— - 
No jack. flies have a ſweet acceleration. 
Oft aſk'd he queſtions about ancient Kings 
Nat' ral! becauſe ſo like nee things! 


He aſk'd if Czsax ever did inſiſt, | 

That if his Miniſter would keep his place, 

That Miniſter ſhould always have the grace 
To mind deficiencies of CIVIL LisrT; 


Whether great Cxsar ever ſent his-ſons, 
To ſtudy all the Claſſics and great guns, 
And bring of art and ſcience home a ſtore, 
To GorTincen (his money wiſely hoarding), 
As GoTTiNGen is vaſtly cheap for boarding 
Young gentlemen whoſe parents are but poor. 


He aſk'd if Cz5ax's ſoul was fond of knowing 
What all the neighbourhood was daily doing; 
Wat went into the pot, or on the ſpit: 
How much in houſe-keeping they yearly ſpent, 
And if, like honeſt folks, they paid their rent, 

Or wow of victuals to — a bit. 


if 


THE PROGRESS OF KNOWLEDGE: | 

If Cxsar ever to 3 Brewhouſe went, Ne. Mg 

With Lords ad Ladies of his Court ſo grand, | i 
And hours on hops and hoops and hogſheads ſpent, 2 | 
So wiſe, with ſome great WHiTBREAD of ſhe \ 

: land; "1H, 
And tarried til heidid the Bremer tire, 
And made the Brewer's horſe and dog admire ; 
And curious draymen into hogſheads creeping, | 
Sly rogues, and through the bungholes Peeping. 


— Whether great C2848 was fo fly an elf, 
As from the very ſervants to inquire, 

And know much better than the *Squ1zz binſeh f 
| The buſineſs of each neighb'ring *Squ1RE : 


As why the coachman/Janu went away; 
Which of the drivers, Joan the cook defil'd ; 

Which of the footmen with Suzanna lay, 
And got the charming chamber-maid with child, 


He aſk'd if Czzsar's ſervants all | g 
Were, cat-like, all good mouſers, ear l their 

wages 

Sought news from ſtreet nd tavern, bulk and. ſtall, 
Like Nicol. Al, the Prince of Pages; 

And whether Czsar, with ferocious looks, 

Found a poor trav'ling Lovuss, and ſhav'd his Cooks. 


if Cæsax's Miniſter gave halfa-crown | 
To ſhoe-blacks, and the ſweepers. of the town, 

To howl, and ſwear, and clap him at the Play; 
And, with unto the Senate-houſe he rode, 
To ſpread their ell-wide lantern j jaws abroad, 

And roar moſt bulklike when he came away. 


He 
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| A Ware PoTENTATE, of ſome diſcerning, | 
Inquiſitive indeed! and fond of learning, 
From Windſor oft Game d down 15 Eton Collage, 
To make himſelf a pincuſhion of knowledge; 
That is, by gleaning pretty little ſcraps 
Of CASA, ALEXANDER, and ſuch chaps. - 


There ſagely would he oft harangue the Misrrs, N 
On Homzs, VIs0IL, PiN pAR, my relation, - 
Faſt as a jack- fly, very often faſter— - 
Now jack. flies have a ſweet acceleration. 
Oft aſd he queſtions about ancient Kings - 
Nadt' ral! becauſe ſo like ene things: 


He aſk'd if Czsax ever did inſiſt, | 
That if his Miniſter would keep hls place, 
That Miniſter ſhould always have the grace 

To mind deficiencies of Civ Lis r; 


Whether great Cmsar ever ſent his ſons, 
To ſtudy all the Claſſics and great guns, 
And bring of art and ſcience home a ſtore, 
To GorTTincen (his money wiſely hoarding), 
As GoTTINGEn is vaſtly cheap for boarding 
Young gentlemen whoſe parents are but poor. 
He aſk'd if CsAR's ſoul was fond of knowing 
What all the neighbourhood was daily doing; 
What went into the pot, or on the ſpit— . 
How much in houſe-keeping they yearly ſpent, 
And if, like honeſt folks, they paid their rent. 
Or gave of victuals to the poor, 8 . 


If 
, 
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If CxsAx ever to a Brewhouſe went, 8 "oi 
With Lords and Ladies of his Court ſo grand, „ 
And hours on hops and hoops and hogſheads ſpent, , 
So wiſe, with ſome great eee 1 * 
land; 5 
And tarried til hejdid the Brewer tire, 
And made the Brewer's horſe and dog admire ; 
And curious draymen into hogſheads creeping, 
Sly rogues, and through the bungholes Peeping. 


Whether great CæsAR was fo fly an elf, 
As from the very ſervants to inquire, 

And know much better than the 'SQUIRE himſelf, 
The buſineſs of each neighb' ring "SQUIRE : * 


As why the coachman and went away; 
Which of the drivers, Joan the cook defil'd ; : 
Which of the footmen with Suzanna lay, 
And got the charming chamber-maid with child, 


He aſk'd if CæsAk's ſervants all | | 
Were, cat-like, all good mouſers, earn * their 
wages; 
Sought news from frog ey tavern, bulk and ſtall, 
Like Nicol Al, the Prince of Pages; | 
And whether Czar, with ferocious looks, 
Found a Poor trav' ling Lousx, and ſhav'd his Cooks. 


it Cæsax's Miniſter gave half.a-crown I 
To ſhoe-blacks, and the ſweepers. of the town, 
To howl, and ſwear, and clap him at the Play; 
And, when unto the Senate-houſe he rode, 
To ſpread their ell-wide lantern jaws abroad, 
And roar moſt bull-like when he came away. 
He 


* 
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He aſk'd if mighty CxsaR- s wife 

Had ever Maids of Honour in her life, 
Like any modern economic Queen; 

And if, of ſweet and ſaving wiſdom full, 

The ſaying Empreſs ever made a rule, | 
So keen, indee@ cry, very keen, e 


That all the herd 8 honourable maids, 

Who wiſh'd to ſleep in comfortable beds, $ 
Should purchaſe their own ſheets and pillow-caſes, 
To treat their gentle backs, and blooming faces. 


Whether great Czar, fond of heaping Hicks 
Wore' ſhoes with holes, and pieces to his breeches; 
If CæsAR gave his ſervants handſome wages, 
Convers'd with hobby- grooms, and jok d with Pager 


If CxsAR and his Empreſs us'd to pop 
Their heads, ſo grand, into a tradeſman's ſhop, 
And haggle for a pennyworth of tape; 
And eke for flannel, inkle, thread, or check, 
Or yard of red cloth for the Emp'ror's necks: 
That is to lay, to make his coat a high 


If CESAR recommended Inns to Lords, | 
Such as the CASTLE-TAVERN, for belt cheer; 
In ſtrong, indeed, and moſt perſuaſive words, 

Praiſing the landlord's wine, and bread, and beer. 


Alſo the landlord's ſtables and ſoft beds, 
To lodge their own and horſes gentle heads; 
Ord'ring Lords there, with all their 4% to part— | 
But never, never go to the Wurre Hart. 


He aſk'd if mighty Czs AR, lov'd humility, 
| That i 5 in fubjedts only, viz. Nobility ; ; 


ts. 


* .". ne 


And 
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And eke the 6 deem'd a vulgar maſs, 
Form'd by the wiſdom of Almighty God, 
| To carry on their backs a, heav'nly load, 
Juſt like a camel, elephant, or als, 


If Czsaz cut up Mees for ER þ 33 
And unto butch'ring ſtrongly did incline ; 

Sold geeſe and turkeys, ducks, and cycks, 5 hens, 
And fatten'd cows, and care, and W and 


ſwine; 
In rams ſurpaſs'd him (of ram-glory full), 
Or, glorious, ever beat him in 4 bull, 


He aſk'd if Casar did _—— . ; 2" Fn 
Some cunning fellow for à hind, i 
Prepar'd with range accounts to meet him, 


And in his pigs and ſheep and bullocks cheat him; 
And whether Czsar did not lily watch him; 3 
And what were C=saR's traps to catch him. 


If, like PRG Nicholsox, on miſchief buſy, 

A mantua- maker drew a ruſty knife, 

To cleave the Emperor in twain, the huſſey, 
Fright'ning the Emperor out of his life.. 


He aſk'd if Italy was half fo bleſt 286 
As England, in that Prince of Painters, 'WzsT;" 
And if there ever liv'd in Rome's great town 
A man who /tale, like: REYNoLDs, a renown ;. 

A man, indeed, whoſe vilely-daubing bruſh 

Puts PanTING, the ſweet damſel, to the bluſh ; 
Then aſk'd if CæSsAR ever had the heart 

To give a ſhilling to the Painting Art. 


Vol., II. 2. 55.0 il He 
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He ad if Cxan, "midſt his dread campaign, 
Felt bold, whene'er well dous'd by ruſhing rains; 

. Boldly not caring ev'n a ſingle fig, | 
Although they ſpoiPd a bran-new Tyburn * In 
When midſt th foughty regiments of death, 
On ſome wild Wimbledon, or huge Blackheath, 
He afk'd if CSA ever ſtar'd abroad, _ 

(Inſtead of ſtaring, as he ought, at home) 
For Architects with traſh the land to load, 
And raiſe of gaudy gingerbread a Doux: 


Such as is rais'd by that rare Swede SR WII I, 
The grinning mouth of Rivievss to fill. 
Whether the curious Cmsar ſent to Greece, 
For ſtatues coſting heav'n knows what a- piece; 
Then putting under ground a world's r: rare 200th 
| Fo entertain a toad or ghoſt. 


Guck 
» The Royal Academy. 


+ A caft, and the only one, of that fantvus Faxxzss Hi 
CULES, having been proeured at a conſiderable expence, as vel 

| as trouble, for. the benefit. of the Srupzyrs of the Rota | 
Acaveny, and the admiration of the world in general, is non 
thruſt away into a dark hole; the building being rather calculat- 
ed for the ſupport of butterflies, than heavy antiques. The fol 


lowing ſhort dialogue was written on the occaſion :— | 


A Djatocus between Two STaTuBs, in as upper Room of th 
Royay Acansuxv. 
Fir Statue. 
« What, keeps old Hercules below, 
« A fellow of, ſuck rare reno wn? 
Second Statue. 
& Plague take thee ! held thy tongue for nam. 
6 Should be come 1. awe all go down.” 
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Such were the queſtions, with a thouſand more, 
He aſk'd, to ſwell of knowledges the ſtore ; 

That fell like ſtarlings on the ear, in flockg— 
Sure keys for opening MoTreR * s locks : 


Rare keys that opE twilight va 
A thief who, with a facrilegious pride, 
Delighteth ſomething ev'ry day to hide, 

Sacks full of proſe and ſweetly-ſounding rhyme. 


Such queſtions, with a manner quite unique, 
The monkey boys to mimic ſoon began ; 

And lo, of mimicry the ſaucy trick, 
Like wildfire through the College ran. 


Lord! hinder them there could be no ſuch wm 3 


Thus ev'ry little raſcal was a King! 


This, Faux, who ſeldom leſſens ſounds, did bear, 
With all its horrors, to the Royal ear: 


The conſequence, the School had cauſe to rue 


To ſchools, the Monarch bade a long adieu; 
Of Eton journeys gave th' idea o'er, 
And, angry, never mention'd CæsAR more! 


. 
- 


N + 


T2 


* 
———— — - —_— 
- A , 
— — 


7 - 4 * 1 bY 
A. Ar =. 
3 


» , 
. 


* 


IMPORTANCE, &c 


TO THE SHOEMAKERS, { To THE KING. 
TO MR. BURKE. | TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR. 
TO IRONY, | TO A MARGATE HOY, 


TO LORD LONSDALE, | OLD SIMON, A TALE, 
THE JUDGES; | 
Fg 
OR, 


THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, AND INFERIOR BEASTS. 


A FABL E. 


\ 


a — Sic poſiti, ſuaves miſcetis odores. 
8weet-briar, hawthorn, lilies, nettles, roſes z 
What a nice bouquet for all ſorts of noſes! 


— — 
* 


Ludimus innocuis verbis, nec ledere quenquam 
Mens noftra——— MaxzTIAL, 
My Verse's ſeeetneſs, mildneſs, none deny: 
Lord! playful PzTzR would not wound a fy, 
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RESIGNATTON;.. 
AN ODE TO THE JOURNEYMEN SHOUMAKENS; 
Who lately. refuſed to work, exeept their Wage were raf 


Jons of SainT CRIispIx, tis in vain! 
indeed 'tis fruitleſs to complain: 
| know ye wiſh good beef or vea} to carve; 
But firſt the hungry GzzaT muſt all be fed; 
Mean time, ye all muſt chew hard, muſty WF 
Or, what Is commonly unpleaſant, ſtarye, 


Your M ger, like yourſelves, oppreſſion feel 
lt is not they, would wiſh to ſtint your meal: 

Then ſuck your paws like bears, and be reſignd: 
Perhaps your ins are many; and if ſo, 
Hrav'x gives us very frequently; we know, 

The GRxkAr as ſcourges for? mankind; 
Your Mafters ſoon may follow you, ſo lank— 
Undone by ſimple confidence in Rank. 


The royal Richuoxp builds his ſtate. on coals; 
S4i'SB'RY, and HAawkgB'RyY, lofty ſouls, 


' 


Wit 
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With their fair Baus muſt hae the ball and We: 
_ rout; 3 | 
Kings muſt our millions have, to make a glare; 
Whoſe ſycophants mult alſo have a ſhare ; _ 
But pout not—'tis a libel, Sirs, to pout— 


Clos'd be your mouths, or dread the jail or thong: | 
Ye muſt not for your money have a ſong. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe your riots, pray; my friends: a 
It anſwereth (belieye me) no good ends No 
And yet the time will come, I hope to God, Th 
When black: fac'd, damn'd Opp REss ION, to his den M. 
Shall howling fly before the curſe of Mx, A 
And feel of 'anger'd Jus ric the ſharp rod. RB 
Go home, I beg of ye, my friends, and eat A 
Your ſour, your mouldy bread, and offal meat; 
Till FREEDOM comes—T ſee her on her way 8 
Then ſhall a ſmile break forth upon each mien, x 


The front of baniſh'd HapPIN ESS be ſeen, 
And, ſons of CRISPIN, ye once more be gay. 


Now go, and learn ſubmiſſion from your Bible: 
Complaint is now-a-day a flagrant libel. 


Yes, go and try to chew your mouldy bread— 
JosTice is ſick, I own, but is not dead. 
Let GRANDEUR roll her chariot on our necks, 
Submiſhon, ſweet humility beſpeaks : - 
Let GRAN DRUR's plumes be lifted by our fighs— 
Let dice, and chariots, and the ſtately thrones, 
Be form'd of poor men's hard-work*d bones— 
We muſt contribute ; or, lo, GRANDEUn = 
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We are the that ſiipports her ſhow ; 
A truth that GAanpzun wiſhes not to know. 


Full many a time reluctantly, I own, 
I view our mighty RULERs with a groan, 
Who eat the labours of us vulgar Crew ; 
Baſk on our ſhoulders in their lazy ſtate z _ 
And if we dare look up for eaſe, th' ingrate 
Look down, andalk us, © D-m'me, who are you?” 


Now ſuch forgetfulneſs is moſt unpleaſant ! 

The man who doth receive a hare or pheaſant, 
Might ſomewhat, certainly, from manners ſpare, 7 
And ſay, © I thank ye for the bird or hare,” 


But then I'm told agen, chat GRAN DEUR“s ſore 
At owning obligations to the Poor— 

Such favours cut no figure in diſcourſe : 
She thinks ſhe might as well thank dogs and cats 
For finding partridges, and catching rats; 
And ſay, © lm much oblig'd t Je, to a horſe. 


Lo, to the Grzar we breathe the ſigh in vain 
A zephyr murm' ring through the hollow walls; 
Our tear, that tries to melt their ſouls, the rain 
That printleſs on the rock of ages falls! 


The lofty GrzaT mult have the ſofteſt bed 
To lay the foft luxurious head; _ | 
And from qyr boſomg we poar Geeſe, fo — Y 
Muſt pluck ſubmiſſively the tender feather; * 
Ourſelves expos'd to NATURE! gs rudeſt weather, 
Deny'd the liberty to cry out, © Shame!“ 5 
Thus, while heir heads the pillow $ down imprint, 
Ours muſt be only bolſter'd by a flint. 


Ye 
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Ye muſt not heed your children's hynger'd cry, 
Nor once upon their little forrows ſgh— 

| In tears their blubþer'd faces let them ſkeep, 

S And how! their hunger and their grief to fleey," | 
| Tis impudence in babes to cry for bread | 

Lo, GranDevk's fav'rite dogs muſt firſt be fed. 


| See yon proud Nucheſs—yet of late ſo poor, 

| With not above zen thouſand ſind: a year : 

Behold, a hundred coaches at. her door, 
Where Pnano triumphs in his mad career, 

We muſt ſupport her, or by hook or rox 

For, lo, her huſband was—a Rovar Duke. 


We muſt ſupport too her fine gold-lac'd crew, 
Behind her gilt coach, Wa Molly fellows, 
With canes and ruffles goodly to the view, 
And (ſuiting their complexions) pink umbrella, 
It muſt be ſo; for Lordly Gzannzus rules— 
Lo! QuaLITyY: are Gons, and Mos are mules, 


a know ye with to ſee on gold, ſo good, 
| King Grogox's head, that many, a want ſupplies; 
8d very pleaſant to his PeopLE's. eyes, 
As pleaſant as the head of fleſh and blood. 
+ Money's a rattling ſinner, to be ſure: 
Like the-ſweet-Cyprian girl (we yo'n't-ſay ohi—e) 
0 happy to be frequently employ'd, 
And not content by ane to be enjoy d ʒ 
Vet, like the GrrAT-oNEs, with faſtidious-eye 
Seems of inferior. mortals rather ny. 


Then go, my friends, and chew your mouldy bread: ; 
"Tis on our ſhoylders Courts muſt lift the head. 
Remember, 
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Remember, we are only Oxen yet— 2 
Therefore, be th the yoke, condemn'd to ſweat : 
But gradually we all ſhall change to Men; 

And then!!! what then? — Le bear g! why then 
The lawleſs ſway of TVR ANN is o'er— 
Pz1DE falls, and BrrrAry' 's ſons are beaſts no more! 


„ par 


An, BuxkxE! full fre is the Muſe indeed 
That thou art from the Patriot Phalanx fled ! 
For what? To epouch, and flatter Queens and 
Kings? 
Meanly to mingle with a Courtier gang, 
That Inzamy herſelf would ſcorn to hang 
Such a poor ſqualid hoſl of creeping things! 


Has Madneſs fir'd thy brain ?. Alas! return; 

Thy fault in ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn: - 

Join not a Court, and FaxEEDOM' 8 fouleſt foes— 

RepENTANCE, lo, ſhall try to waſh thee White: | 

Then howl not, EnwunD, mid the Imps of Night £ 
Swell not the number of a flock of crows. 


What murky cloud, the vapour black of Courts, 

(For many a cloud, the breath of Kings ſupports) | 
Attempts thy Reputation? s ſpreading beam? 

What bat like Demon, with the damned'ſt ſpite, 

Springs on thy fame, on Gren 's facred height, 
To ſouſe it in DiscRace's dirty ſtream ? * 


3 Alas! 


348 ODES OF IMPORTANCE. 


Alas! if MajesTY did gracious faygh "* 
„Bux RE, Bus, I'm glad, I'm glad" 
m glad you left your party—yery d. | 
They wiſh'd to treat me like a boy at ſchal ; 
<< Rope rope me like a horſe, an aſs, a m E | 
«© That's very bad, you know, that's very bad. | 


* hate the PORTLAND Junto—hate i it, W 
<< Poor rogues, poor rogues, that eannot draw a cork; 
" Nothing but empty diſhes, empty diſhes— 
Me ve got the loaves and fiſhes, loaves and fiſhes,” 


I may if thus a mighty Monarch ſpocke 
As uſual—not by way of joke; : 
Did not the ſpeech ſo with'ring make thee ſhrink? 
Didſt thou riot inward fay, © I've damn'd myſel— 
Why, what a miſerable elf!“ 
And then upon each old acquaintance 1 chit; 
And with a ſigh recall thoſe attic days, 
When WIr and Wispon pour'd the mingled blaze? 


BURKE, Buxkz, moſt eafily do I diſcoyer 
Thou loatheſt the weak ſmile that won thee over— 
From Tax borrow'd, ne'er to be return'd! 
E'en now thou art not happy at thy heart— 
It ſighs for WisDow's voice, and pants to part 
From fellows by the honeſt VI RTUES ſpurn'd. 


Thy tongue has promis'd, friendſhip with a 3 

For, lo, th' interpreter of thoughts, thine eye 
Hangs beary, beamleſs on the motley band, 
To whom thou ſtretcheſt forth thy leaden band! 
Yes, flowly.« does that band of FER mates 


4 8 | A cold 
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A cold and palſied ſhake of gratulation, 
As though it Nembled at contamination 


O BuxRkEI behold fair LIBER Tx advancing-— 
Taurgz Wir, and Humovs, ſporting in her train: 
Behold them happy, ſinging, laughing, dancing, 
; Proud of a Golden Age again 
When all thy friends (thy friends of late, I mean) 
Shall, fluſn'd with conqueſt, meet their idol Queen, 
The Goddeſs at whoſe ſhrine a world ſhould &neel ; 
When they with ſongs of triumph hail the Dane, 
Will not thy Heek de daſh'd with deepeſt ſhame,, 
And Conscience ſomewhat ſtartled feel? 


Ah! will thine eye a gladſome beam diſplay ; 
Borrow from ſmooth Hyeocrisy's a ray, 

To hail the long-deſir'd x return? 

Speak, wilt thou ſcrew into a ſmile thy mouth, 
And welcome LIBERTY, with Wir and Tzuru ; 
And for a moment leave thy gang, to mourn? 
Yes, thou wilt greet her with a half. forc'd ſmile, 

Quitting thy virtuous Company, a while, 

To ſay, Dear Madam, welcome—how d'ye do? * 
And then the Daux will anſwer with a dip, © 
Scorn in her eye, contempt upon her lip, ' 

Not much the better, Miſter Buzx#, for you.” 
Poor BuR ER, I read thy ſoul, and feel thy pain 
Go, join the W _ I diſdain. 


— 

E SDR 
- 

— 
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0 THOU; with bh demure al b 
Who laugheſt not, thou Quaker-tooking ! 
But makeſt others roaring laugh outti * 

This chafing widow SoxkOwz And het fig 
O chou who formeſt pills to Putge the ſplect; 
Ns mbre in Biltdin muſt thou daft be ſeen? 


There was a time, but not like ours is nice, 
When thou couldſt baniſh FoLLy, nay, and View 
_ Leagu'd with thy daughter Humovs, damfel quaint 
And Wrr, that eould have tickled e'en a Saint. 


But times ate altet'd | Certdin Creybeattt fay; 

<« Ye vagabonds, you've had indeed your day; 
< But never dare to fliow your face agen, 
To take vile hbefties with lofty men. 
< Grin if you pleafe—witht joke the world regale 
_ « Yee nünd, a Critic hears you, calbd a Fall,” 


But, lo! fair LIS ERTv divinely trong { 
A patriot Phalanx leads the Baux along 
Taov, Wir, and Hv MOUR, ſhall adorn her train 
And let me proudly join the noble Few; | 

Whit, to the cauſe of Glory true, 
The Mosz ſhall ſhout her boldeſt ſtrain. 


Fen I, *midſt ſuch a patriot band, 
Will gain importance through the land; 

Riſe, from a poor Extinguiſher, a Stceple— 
And, O Amnit1on, hear thy ſuppliant's pray 'r, 
A ſprig of thy unfading laurel ſpare, 

And crown me, crown me PozT of the PzoPLE-. 


os. 
,,-, 000 
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Fm se. my Lord! attack a ſaint-IIke Por! 
O, let not AsKALMN, nor let GATRH know it! 
What! by law-bulldogs bid the lambkin gromn ! 
O Lo8vaLz | genuine Poetry is rate, 
Half of our verſe, adulterated ware; 
I ſpeak of others verſes, not my own. 


Ah! ſtop not; op not PzTzz's tuneful throat! 

Hereafter, he may warble in thy praiſe, 
Who fo ſurpaſſeth thouſands in his note, 

A Philomel amidſt a flock of Jays. 

The baniſhment of Ovi into Thrace 
Did CsAR's glory grievouſly diſgrace ; 
Dropp'd on his coat of arms a ſtain of ink, 
And made the honeſt pen of Hrs T' Av ſhrink. 


Thou who ſhott'ſt SexJEANT BoLton through the 
foots 
At leaſt didſt make the Serjeant {root himſelf ; 
O think how thou mayſt fuffer in repute, 
By falling on a harmleſs rhyming elf! 
REvence herſelf would bluſh at ſuch a deed; 
For Poets always were a dove-like breed. 
Fire at a great Law SexjzanT—then let fly, 
Bounce, on a ſimple Rhymer ſuch as I, 
Great condeſcenſion verily requires: | 
What ſpoxtſman at the pheaſant aims, and' then 
Hunts in his humble buſh the twitt'ring wren? 
On grouſe and graſshoppers what mortal fires ? 


ar 5 


352 ODES OF IMPORTANCE» 


At London frequently we meen 

A lofty CamL in the ſtreet, 
Moving with ſtate-unwieldineſs along; 

we alſo ſee a Monkey on his hump, _ 

Now, with an arch grimace, from head eolfurp 
Skipping, and drawing wonder from the ' 210 

Againſt Lord Cheſterfield's grave maxim finning, 

The merry grig, that is to ſay, bY grinning 


Now this ſame CAMEL, a well judging beaſt, 
Feels not of goading ridicule theleaſt ; 
Calmly the ruminating creature goes, 
Poking his head, and ſhaking it in guiſe, 
Much like great Doc rox Johvsox, call'd the wiſ 
For. pulling. ev'ry Scotchman by the noſe, 
When pond'rous moving through the Northten 
track, 4 
With dapper Jenny BoswELL on his back. 


Now would not ev 'Ty mortal FE 
- To fee this Camel all ſo full of bile 
Bouncing unhappily about, 

Dancing, and ſtaring, grunting, kicking, moaning, 
And like a creature in the cholic groaning, 
Making for playful Jacxo all this rout? 


When Hawxs»'sy, Salis“ Var, LEE Ds, and more 
beſide, 
Fearing the tinſel on the back of P&IDE 
Might tarniſn by an acid drop of rhyme, 
And conſequently loſe the magic rays 
That call forth ApuIRATION's gape and gaze, 
And make her think ſhe views the true SUBLIME= 


3 1 I, 
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I ſay, to MaJesTY when thoſe great LorDs 
* forth a foaming torrent of hard words; 
Hang that PETER Pix Dax, if you pleaſe; 

0 . make the graceleſs varlet underſtand 
What tis to ſinile at Rulers of the land 

« A beggar chat diſgraces is own fleas. 
6c 1 Sixk, thi Arran nA tiger 

* gripe 

« Would quickly ſtop the 8 s pipe; 


* Then for his laugh at Gx AN DERUx let him ſwing.“ 
No, quoth the Kinc— 


p 1. Pm not hurt, my Lords; you may be quiet : 


« Tis for yourſelves, yourſelves, you wiſh the riot— 
„Jes, yes, you fear, you fear, that PzTER's Muſe 


“ Will hang your Grandeurs in her nooſe. 


«N o, no, my Lords, 5 M*DoNALD muſt not ſqueeze 
cc him : . 
« You ſee I give up New-year Odes, to pleaſe him; ; 
And faith, between me and the poſt and you, 
fear the knave will get the Birth-day too. 
„No, no—let PETER ing, and laugh, and live: 
Alike to read his works—Kings are fair game: 
„What though he bites— tis glorious to forgive. 
“Go, go, my Lords, go, go, and do the pes 


„Should PzTzx's verſe be in the right, 
Our conduct muſt be in the wrong: 

* Poor, poor's the triumph of a little ſpite 
* We muſt not hang a fubject for a ſong. 


Vol. II. A a My 
*The Attorney-General. | 


LJou ſee, my Lords, their heads are not fo thick: 
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« My Lords, my Lords, a whiſper I deſire: | 
„Dame LER Tv grows ſtronger—ſome feet higher; 

« She will not be bamboozled, * late: 
& Ariftocrate & la lanterne 


« Are very often cheek by jowl, we learn? Wha 
„ Within a certain tieighb'ring buſtling ga Whe 
41 think your Lordſhips and your Graces W 
Would not much like to dangle with wry faces Whi 


„ But mum, my Lords—mum, nm. my Lord 
„ mum, mum: | 

Lou muſt be cautious for the time to come: 

<« The People's brains are loſing their old fogs; 

.* Juries before the Judges won't look flink ; 

No, no—they fancy they've a right to think: 


„They fay, indeed they won't be driven like 
© hogs. 


66 No Starchambers, no Starchambers for . 
„ SLAVERY'S the dev'l, and LInBR TV a gem. 


* Take care, or ſoon you'll have a bone to pick; 


% And p'rhaps you would not like this ſame hard 
bone: 


0 let the laughing, 1 rogue alone.” 
Sweet Ronin of the Muſe's ſacred grove, 
Whoſe ſoul is butter-milk, and ſong is love; 
So bleſt when Beauty forms the ſmiling theme; 
Who wouldſt not Heav'n accept, (the ſex ſo deat) 
Had charming Woman no apartnfents there, 
Thy morning viſion, and thy nightly dream— 


Mild 


« 


ce 
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Mild MINSTREL, could their Lordſhips call thee . 
rogue, 
Varlet, and knave, and vagabond, and dog: 7 


What! try to bring thee, for thy harmleſs wit, 
Where GzEvBEARDS in their robes terrific fit, 
With ſanctified long fortune-telling faces, 
Whilſt ERSEKINE, eldeſt-born of RIDñIcuLE, 
From ſolemn Ironv's bewitching ſchool, 
Tears to un-Judgelike grins, the hanging GAS 


Meek PozT, who, no proſtitute for price, 
Wilt never ſanction fools, nor varniſh Vio; 
Nor rob the Musz's altar of its flame, 
To brighten with immortal beams a King 
(If FxRE DOM finds no ſhelter from his wing,) - 
And meanly ſing # Tyrant into fame! 
Thus, LonsDaLs, thou behold'ſt a fair example 
Of greatneſs in a Kinga noble fample ! 
Thou cry'ſt, What muſt I do? on thee call. 200 
Catch up your pen, my Lord, at once, and 3 
* Dear PxTER, all my rage is blown away; Wy 
So, come and eat thy beef at LowTaan Haug?” 


Aa 2 ODE 
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ODE TO THE ACADEMIC CHAIR, 
4 ON THE 


ELECTION OF Ma. WEST TO THE PRESIDENCY, 


How art thou fallen, thou once ce high- -honour 
Crain! 
Moſt hedgehog-like, thou briſtleſt u up my hair, 
But poſſibly I'm only in a dream: 
If ſo, immediately O let me wake 
Good MoreHtvs, drag me from this ſad miſtake: 
Open my eyes, or lo, I ſhall blaſpheme. 
By. Heav'ns ! it is no viſion—'tis 7 plain 
That thou, poor imp, art fated to ſuſtain 
Of BENJAMIN th? abominable b-m. 
What! after RevNoLDs, to take up with Wes! 
”” 'Th* antipodes thou ſeekeſt, I proteſt, - + | 
From Jove's grand thunder, to an infant's drum; 
The lightning courſer, to the creeping mole; 
The world's wide orbit, to a ſpider's hole; 
From ſome fair column, or Corinthian dome, 
Sunk to a dreary dungeon, or the tomb! 


And yet, on recolleQion, that old throne, 

In Weſtminſter's fair Choir for two-pence ſhown, 
Which bore the EDwaR Ds, HARRxs of our If, 

Has been oblig'd (a truth moſt melancholly /) 

To ſhrink beneath a leaden load of folly, 
And every meanneſs that can man defile. 


Thy 
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Thy virtue is gone out of thee, I ween: 

Thy brother Chairs of late with humbled mien, 

That jealous envy'd thee thy tow'ring fame, 
All with one voice exclaim, 

And all the poignant pow'r of ridicule, 

He is not equal to an old joint ſtool. 


He who of late ſo lofty held his creſt, 

« Array'd ſo gorgeous in a crimſon veſt, 

& He now is worſe than us poor humble hacks, 
With not a ſingle rag about our backs. 


Get thyſelf burnt, thou ſad degraded creature; 
* Go, boil ſome poor old waſherwoman's water; 
Or get thyſelf to ſkewers and crockſticks turn'd; 
«To ſome dead beggar's coffin give each nail, 
“And yield thy velvet to ſome ſtrumpet's tail; 
For, know, thou ſhouldſt no longer be adorn'd.“ 


Thus ſpeak thy brother Chairs! And yet *tis cruel, 
As thou wouldſt rather be cut up for fuel, 

Or reſt the backs of beggars in the ſtreet ; © 
But lo, WzesT fills thee, by his King's commands; 
Lov'd by his ſubjets—fear'd by foreign lands 

And full of wiſdom as an egg of meat! 


J like WzrsT's works—he beats the RAPHAEL 
„ ſchool : 


* I never lik'd that REVNOLDS—'twas a fool— 

* Painted too thick—adauber—'twon't, *twon'tpaſs, 

* WesT, WesT, WesT's pictures are as ſmooth as 
„ glaſs: 


“ Beſides, I hated ReyNoLDs, from my heart: 
* He thought that I knew nought about the art. 


| | „% WEST 


* 
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| “ Wesr tells me that my taſte is very pure 
That I'm a connoiſſeur, a connoiſſeur: 
J like, I like, I like the works of Was r.“ 
Thus doth our KinG, in ſounds fo gracious cry; 
Which proves that Kings with little can be bt | 
And giye the wings of eagles to a fly! 


OLD SIMON. 


4A TALE. 


F OLKS cannot be for ever fniv'ling—n6! 
With fountain noſes that for ever low— 
| The world would quickly be undone ; 
Widows, and lovelorn girls, poor ſouls, would die; 
And for his rich old father, ſob and ſigh, 
And hang himſelf, perchaunce, a hopeful ſon; 


And, for their cats that happ'd to flip their breath: 
Old maids, fo ſweet, might mourn themſelves to 
death: 
Sog ROW may therefore have her decent day, 
And ſmiling PLEASURE come again in play. 


No! folks can't brood for ever upon GRIEP: 
PLEASURE muſt ſteal into her place at laſt ; 
Thus then the heart from horror finds relief, 
Snatch'd from the cloud by which it is o'ercaſt. 


Thus was an anger'd Lord my conſtant theme, 


9 contant thought by day, my conſtant dream: 
1 Jeu 


* 
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Tears at his image oft burſt out, with fighs : ' 
At length CRARLES Fox * appear'd-—behold the 
change ! ' 
No longer after SoRRow did I range, 
But on the ſmile of Pz.zasURE caſt mine eyes, 
PLEASURE'S a laſs that will at length prevail: 
Witneſs the little pleaſant following tale. 


Narcissa, full of grace, and youth, and charms, 

Had flept ſome years in good Old Simon's arms 
Her kind and lawful ſpouſe, that is to ſay, 

Who, following of numbers the example, 

Wiſhing of ſweet young fleſh to have a ſample, 
Married this charming girl upon a day. 


For from grey-headed men, and thin, and old, 
Young fleſh is finely form'd to keep the cold. 
Thus of the pretty Shunamite we read, 

Who warm'd the good King David and his bed, 
Brought back his flagging ſpirits all ſo cool, 

And kept the King of Iſrael warm as wool— 
Indeed ſhe warmer could the Monarch keep, 
Than any thing belonging to a ſheep. 


Moſt virtuous was Naxcissa ! lo, | , 
All purity from top to toe; | 
As HeBz ſweet, and as Diana chaſte, 


None 


* With the Linzi-BitL 3 en which the Lord Chancellor 
wiſhed to conſult the Judges. Few are the men candid enough 
to part voluntarily with power, however tyrannical—it muft be 
torn from them. The Judges have been rendered independent 


of the Crown, by the PeorLEe ; now let them ſhow their gra» 
titude, * 


© 
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None but old Simon was allow'd a kiſs, | 

Though hungry as a hound to ſnap the bliſs; 
Nor ſqueeze her hand, nor. take her rounk the 

waiſt ; 
Had any dar'd to give her a green gown, 
The Fair had petrified him with a frown; 


For CHasTiry, Lord bleſs us! is ſo nice 
Pure as the now, and colder than the ice. 


Thus then, as I have ſaid before, 
Sweetly ſhe ſlept, and probably might ſnore, 
In good old Simon's unmoleſting arms: 
Some years, with this Antique of Chriſtian clay, 
Did paſs in this ſame taſteleſs tranquil way— 
Ah, Gods! how lucky for ſuch tender charms! 
Yes, very fortunate it ſeem'd to be; 
For, had NARCISsA wedded ſome young chaps, 
Their impudences, all forſooth fo free, 
Had robb'd her eyes by night of half their naps. 


And yet, on ſecond thoughts (ſometimes the bel) 
Ladies might chooſe to loſe a little reſt ; 


Keep their eyes open for a Lover's ſake, | 
And thus a ſacrifice to Cue make. 


It pleas'd at length the Lord who dyells on high, 
To bid the good old ſimple Simon die; 
Sleep with his fathers, as the Scripture has it: 
Narcissa wept, that they were doom'd to part, 
Blubber'd, and almoſt broke her little heart— 
So great her griet that nothing could ſurpaſs it: 
Not N1osz mourn'd more for fourteen brats; 
Nor Miſtreſs 'TorTs, * to leave her twenty cats. 
8 3 "7 4 hd 


*The famous finger. She died a few years ſince V enice, 
and left to err cat a legacy. 


| 
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Not to his grave was poor old S1MoN hurried ; 
No! 'twas a fortnight full, ere he was buried. 
*Tis faid old Simon verily did ſtink : 
A pretty Sermon on th* occaſion giv'n 


Prov'd his good works, and that he was in heav'n: 
Scraps too of Latin did the Parſon link | 


Unto the funeral ſermon, all fo ſweet, 

The congregation and the dead to greet: 
For every Wife that is genteelly bred, 

Orders a ſprig of Latin for the dead. 

And of a ſprig of Latin what's the coſt ?— 
A poor half. guinea at the moſt, 


Latin ſounds well—it is a kind of balm, 

That honoureth a corpſe juſt like a pſalm; 
And *tis believ'd by folks of pious qualm, 
Heav'n won't receive a ſoul without a pfalm, 


But now for poor Narcissa, wailing dove! 
Nothing—no, nothing equall'd her dear love: 
Such tears and groans burſt forth, from eyes and 

mouth; 
Where'er he went, ſhe was ſo full of woes, 
Juſt like a diſmal day that rains and blows 
From every quarter—eaſt, welt, north, and ſouth ; 
And like ſome fountains were her radiant eyes, 
Lifting a conſtant water to the ſkies. 


Reſolv'd to keep his image near her breaſt, 
She got him beautifully carv'd in wood; 
Made it her bed-fellow, to ſoothe her reſt, 
And thought him much like him of fleſh I 
Becauſe it lay ſo wonderfully quiet, 
And like old Simon never bred a riot. 
Eb: Twas 
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Twas for ſome weeks, ſweet ſoul, her pious plan Since 
Nightly to hug her dear old wooden man: | That 


Yet, verily, it doth my fancy ſtrike, The 
That buxom widows, full of rich deſires, 
Full of fine prancing blood, and Love's bright 

fires, 

Might ſuch a wooden ſupplement Aiſlike : 

But who can anſwer for the ſex, indeed? 

Of things moſt wonderful we ſometimes read 


It came to paſs, a Youth admir'd the Dame— * 
Burning to fatisfy a lawleſs flame 

With much more paſſion fill'd, the rogue, than 
grace, | 
What did he? Brib'd, one night, Narc18s4's maid, 
And got his limbs, ſo dev'liſh ſaucy, laid, 
Th' impoſtors, in poor wooden Simon's place: 
SusAx, though born amongſt a vulgar tribe, 
Knew nature, and the nature of a bribe. 


The Dame came up, delicious, and undreſt, 
When Susan's candle ſuddenly went out 
Misfortunes ſometimes will attend the beſt— 
No matter—Sweet NARCISsA made no rout. 
She could not miſs the way, although twas dark, 
Unto her bed, and dear old bit of bark. 


In flipp'd the Fats, ſo freſh, beneath the ſheets, 
Thinking to hug her dear old oaken Love— 

But lo, her Bzp-rtLLow with kiſſes greets 
She trembles, like an aſpen, pretty dove : 


In ſhort, her terror kept her ſo much under, 
She could not get away—and where's the wonder? 
3 Since 
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Since tis an old and philoſophic notion, 
That terror robbeth all the limbs of motion. 


The upſhot of the matter ſoon was chi 
Her horrors ſunk, and died, at ev'ry kiſs; 
And, *ſtead of wiſhing for the man of wood, 
She ſeem'd to reliſh that of fleſh and blood, 


Next day, but not indeed extremely ſoon—— 
Some five or fix o'clock—the afternoon, 
SUSAN came tapping at the chamber-door : 
(Now this was very prudent, to be ſure 
It had been fooliſh to have tapp'd till then) 
„Well, Madam, what d'ye chooſe for dinner, 
cc pray! p27 
“ Fiſh, fleſh, and fowl,” the Lady quick did ſay 
<« The beſt of ev ry thing—l don't care when”? 


«© But, Madam, I want wood to make a Gre e 

1 e 7 As hands we have no time 
cc on. | 

% Oh,” cried 1 full of her new SquixE, 

* Then, Sus ax, you may go and burn old Simon.” 


ODE 
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ODE TO THE KING. 
WRITTEN SOME TIME SINCE. 


Ax T pleaſe your MajesTyY, *twas rumour'd | 
lately - | 

That you had got it in your head ſo ſtately, 
That we muſt have a law-ſuit—God forbid it! 
Whether 'tis HAwKsB'Rv, or his GRAcE of Lens, 
Invented ſuch intended hoſtile deeds; 

Or whether the more lofty SAL'sB'R did it, 
I ſay not- but great Lords are giv'n to chatter ; 
' Bo, Sir, I deem it all a lying matter. 


There's my Loxp BLurr too—CarDican the Great, 
Whoſe face Dame Naruk never meant ſhould 
/ cheat ; | | 

Who, if aught hurts the King, doth ſhrink and wince, 
As faithful to his Sov'reign as his Prince! 
Brimfull of loyalty his noble brealt ; 

Large and fermenting like a tub of yeaſt ! 

Glad at the aloes thrown into my cup, 

He ſays too that you mean to eat me up, 


That heartily they wiſh it, I don't doubt— 

Moſt loyal /zem they in your cauſe, and ſtout ! 
You can't think how they /cem to take your part; 
And at the Poet, as the Devil, ſtart— 


I ſay the Devil, Sir, becauſe ſome PEERS 
Are with the Devil oft in large arrears : 
They open'd an account, Sir, long ago— 


And SATaN's a great creditor, I know. P 
NS Yes, 
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Yes, hugely do they ſeem to take your part, 
And at the PoxgT, as a Demon, ſtart ; 

Juſt like a horſe or aſs at ſome wild beaſt | 
Prepar'd to jump upon their backs, and feaſt, 


This LoyaLTyY's a bird of paſſage, Sire 

Likes the ſun's eye—a comfortable fire! 

Warm'd by this fire, fo cheerful doth ſhe ſing 

The hack'd old ballad, call'd“ God fave the King.” 
But be in trouble, Sir, ſoon, very ſoon 

The JaDe will drop the good old tune. 


Yes—muich your Lords are like the birds of May, 
Crying, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo, ſo gay: | 
But if a gloomy month appear, fo rough, 
And froſt, and ſnow, and ſtorms lay waſte the land, 
Where are the pretty birds with note lo bland? 
Off! . 
Spit on the Courtiers, when with praiſe they greet: 
What from their mouth's unhallow'd cenſer flows? 
Inſtead of Fame's perfume, fo paſling ſweet, 
Lo, patrid dunghills ſmoke beneath thy noſe! 


Good God! that man ſhould fo far loſe his nature, 
To beg HyrocrIsy to mould each feature 
Crawl like the meaneſt reptile of the plain; 

Kick'd, cur. like whipp'd, and whiſtled back again 


You tell me that ſuch reptiles you abhor, 


And that you never /ee my fancy d Cur. 
Indeed, Sir!!! then I ſtrongly do ſurmiſe 


On levee-days you always ſbut your eyes. 


ODE 


Or libels wrote, got drunk, and broke the peace; 


But Hor act ſwore ſne might as well be damn'd, 


A Chriſtian Bard may give a Hoy an Ode, 


That, thick as rats or maggots, from Wool | Qu 
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And God preſerve thy * and thy Jews! 


6 
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ODE TO A MARGATE HOY, 


Wurx Vino! ſbipp'd himſelf for Greece; 
Whether to ſcape the Bailiffs, I can't tell— - 


But Horacz wrote an Ode, to wiſh him well. 


Whether, like Margate Hoys, the ſhip was cramtt'd 
With Roman Quality, no hiſt'ries know it; 


As ſhow her noſe again without the Poet: 
In the fame verſe he breath'd a pious wiſh 
To bluſt'ring Box RAS, and the * King of Fiſh, 
Now if a Bard, and that a Heathen too, 
Could offer verſe to make old Oczan quiet, 
Inſtruct the great King NET rUNE who was who, 
And bid the God of Mackrel breed no riot; 


So oft with valuable people ſtow'd, 


Crawl down the ladder to their watry way! 


Go, beanteous Hor, in ſafety ev'ry inch! 
That ſtorms ſhould wreck thee, gracious Hear 1 
forbid ! 
Whether commanded by brave CarTain FiNCH, 
Or equally tremendous CarTain Kipp. 
Go, with thy cargo—Margate-town amuſe ; 


Soon 
Neptune. ä 
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Soon as thou gett'ſt within the Pier, 
All Margate will be out, I trow, 


And people ruſh from far and near, 
As if thou hadſt wild beaſts to ſhow. 


O Venus, Queen of ev'ry kiſſing joy, 

Beneath thy ſoft protection take the Hoy; | 
protect each Damſel from the dangerous brine z 
For many a Nymph it holds, thou calleſt hne. 


Alas! the little Loves, and blooming Gr acres 
Would all put on moſt melancholy taces, 

Should OckAN, hoſtile to the ſaft DEsIREs, 
O'erwhelming, quench for aye their am'rous fires. 


My good friend Jounson—MeEesDames WinDsoR, 
KELLY, 

Who for the Public, let me tell ye, 

And through St. James's ſtreet, the Park, Pata 

Oft lead their lovely giggling Tits along, | 

A pretty pleaſing faſcinating throng— 

Much would they grieve to find the voyage fail : 


Like three ſtout men of war for ſafety made, 
From port to port, who convoy the fair trade; 
Or three protecting Ducks, that guard their brood, 
And lead their cackling young to pick up food. 

Yet not alone would theſe be taken napping— 
Great were the loſs of Gentlefolks from WarriNc, 
Who, fond of travel, unto MaRGATE roam, 

To gain that conſequence they. want at home. 


At Mazoarz how like Quality they ſtrut! 
Nothing is good enough to greet their jaws ; 
Yet, when at home, are often forc'd, God wot, 

To ſuck like bears a dinner from their paws— 


Forc'd 
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Forc'd on an old joint · ſtool their tea to PERL 
With treacle *ſtead of ſugar for their gums ; 
Bute ring their hungry loaf, or oaten cake, 
Like mighty CHARLEs of SWEDEN, with their 
__ thumbs. 


But Hov, inform me—who is sR on board, 
That ſeems the Lady of a firſt-rate Lord, 

With ſtomach high puſh'd forth as if in ſcorn, 
Like craws of ducks and geeſe o'ercharg'd with com; 


Dreſs'd in a glaring, gorgeous damaſk gown, I 
Which, roſes, like the leaves of cabbage, crown; 
With alſo a bright petticoat of pink, 

To make the eye from ſuch a luſtre ſhrink ? 


Yes, who is ſhe the Patagonian dame, 
As bulky as of Heidelberg the tun ; 
Her face, as if by brandy taught to flame, 
In blaze ſuperior to the noonday ſun— 
With fingers juſt like ſauſages, fat things ; 
And loaded, much like curtain-rods, with rings? 
Yes, who is sHE that with a ſquinting eye 
Surveys poor paſſengers who ſick*ning ſigh ; 
Sad, pale-nos'd, gaping, puling, mournful faces, 
Deſerted by the blooming, ſmiling GRAcks; 
That, reaching o'er thy fide, ſo doleful throw 
The ſtomach's treaſure to the fiſh below ? 


"Tis Maban Bacon, proud of worldly goods, 
Whoſe firſt ſpouſe ſhav'd and bled—drew tot, 
made wigs ; 
Who having by her tongue deſtroy'd poor SUDS, 
Married a wight that educated pigs ! 


But 
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But hark | ſhe ſpeaks! extremely like a man 

Raiſing a furious tempeſt with her fan 

« Why, Captain, what a beaſtly ſhip! good God! 

« Why, Captain, this indeed is very odd 

« Why, what a grunting dirty pack of doings! 

« For heav'n's ſake, Captain, ſtop the creatures“ 
« ſp.w-gs.” 


Now hark! the Captain anſwers “ Miſtreſs Bacon, 
« ] own I can't be with ſuch matters taken; 
% likes not vomitings no more than vou; 
But if ſo be that gentlefolks be ſick, 
« A woman hath the bowels of Old Nick, 
Poor ſouls, to bung their mouths—* twere like 
« a Jew.” 


Majeſtic Miſtreſs Bacon ſpeaks agen 
© Folks have no bus'neſs to make adi fick: 
I don't know, Miſter Captain, what you mean 
About your Jews, and bowels of Old Nick: 
* If all your cattle will ſuch hubbub keep, 
„ know that I ſhall leave your ſtinking ſhip, 


* Some folks have dev'liſh dainty guts, good 4 
* What bus'neſs have ſuch cattle here aboard? 
Such gang indeed to foreign places roam 

* *Tis more becoming them to ſp-w at home.“ 


But hark | the Captain properly replies— 
* Why, what a breeze is here, G-d d-mn my eyes ! 
* God bleſs us, Miſtreſs Bacon ! who are you ? 


* Zounds, Ma'am, I ſay, my paſſengers ſhall ſp-w."” 
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52 Kms really are in general not ſo bad 


But *tis their ſervants that are drunk or mad, 


Then, ſtaring, wonder. how he ſhould be dead 


Once on a time a Lion, not a fool, 


Would take his Sov'reign's foibles off, 


; % What, what, what doth he ſay?” the Lion cry 'd 
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THE WOLF AND THE LION 


AT ALE 


DEDICATED TO LORD HAWKESBURY, 


And therefore I muſt take their part; 


With ev'ry demon trick and little art, 


Champions for Maſter's fame, they fire away; 
And, *midſt the buſtle of the idle fray, 
Like lubbers, knock him on the head ; 


Sometimes a King diſcovers he has eyes— 
Then for himſelf he ſees—now, that is wiſe. 


Though in the under-claſs of WisDow's ſchool, 
Amidſt his ſubjeQs had a Monkey got, 
Who, rather impudent nn 


Tell ſtories of him—mimic him—what not ? 


This for the ſcheming WoLe was quite a feaſt, 
Who told the Monarch of the Monkey' s ſinning, 
Relating all his mimicry and grinning, 

Trying to irritate the noble beaſt. 


6 Dread Sir, you are moſt wickedly belied,“ 
Rejoin'd the Worr with brazen face 


4 66 He 
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He ſays that you to Merit are no friend, 
And only to a Patronage pretend; 
« And flight th' inferiors of the Brutal Race. 


He ſwears you don't encourage uſeful beaſts ; 
That for yourſelf alone you're making feaſts; 
And that it is beyond a queſtion, 

No beaſt has ſuch a wonderful digeſtion ; 

That, all ſo ſaving, you would ſkin a ſtone, 

And only think of number one; 

And that it is a fin indeed and ſhame. 

My Lapy Lioness ſhould do the ſame ; 

That ſycophants, who flutter, fawn, and creep, 
Are really all the company you keep ; 

That beaſts of talents, whom you ſhould ſupport, 
Are all forbid to ſhow their noſe at Court. 1. 


What?“ quoth the Monarcy—* what, what: ? 
«doth he ſo?” 

„Ves, SIRE, now hang him, and the rogue Te- 
* quite.” 

Wort,“ quoth the Lion, © no, no, no, no, no— 

« fear, I fear, the rogue is in the right.” 


ow this was noble—like a King, in ſooth— 
ho ſcorn'd to choak a ſubject for the truth. 


If, 
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This is the caſe with Engliſh ones, I truft : 


_ Moſt charming dove-like Imps of Mercr's ſchod, 


They never, with the faces of the Furies, 


THE WOLVES, THE BEAR, 
AND 


OTHER BEASTS. 
1 FIBER g 


All jovors ſhould be mild and juſt; 


Such K***, B“, ſhine—thoſe rare law. age 
Neither of heſe a rafh or hot-brain'd fool— — 


. Whoſe names ſhall live to diſtant ages - 
All meekneſs, ſweetneſs, tender nature 


And all their virtues of a giant ſtature! 


What happineſs it needs muſt yield à land, 
Io ſee. ſuch goodly men upon the Bench, 
Whom none can with a ſingle murmur brand; 

Whoſe hearts, ſo pure, did ne'er emit a ſtench 
Like carrion, ſo offenſive to our noſes, 
But ſcents of lilies, violets, and roſes !!! 


Dar'd dictate, brow-beat, and controul the Juris; 
Nor wilful miſinterpreted the Law: 


Full well they know that Juries are above n ( 
And *tis aſtoniſhing how much they love em! = 
When Judge and Fury thus together draw , 


© | With 
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Witch ſo much pleaſure, like a pair of nage, 2 
hold ! no tongue opprobrious wags ! Halt 
o tongue eries, JzFerIEs, bloody Jerrrans, 
„ ScRoOGs! | | 
ang, hang thoſe traitors, like a brace of dogs 
Not in their beds be they allow'd to die— 
« Nor let their putrid carcaſes have graves : 
* Slap Prrv's face, if e'er the bids her eye 
Hold but a drop for ſuch a pair of knaves.” 


ull of rich character ſhall ſuch deſcend, 

And honour'd with their high-fam'd fathers fleep : 
air JUSTICE ſhall with ſighs their herſe attend, 

And PitY's ſong of melancholy weep. 


Like leaves, whilſ others fall unmourn'd away, 
And load of DzaTr the ſolitary glooms, 

Lo! GLory from her ſun ſhall pluck a ray, 
And bid it ſpread eternal round their tombs, 


dl, 


et nations have bern curs'd with wicked Judges, 
Who, fond of pow'r, poſſeſs hard jury-grudges; 
Who calmly ſent poor culprits to their graves, 

Jult as an Eaſtern Deſpot ſends his ſlaves, 

For ſuch I pen a neat Zſopian tale; 

Hoping the pretty moral will prevail. 
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In inferior Beaſts moſt bitterly complain'd, 
(And who will not complain, whoſe cheek is ſmit- 
ten?) 
That from the Wolves much hardſhip they ſuſtain'd, 
And often moſt inhumanly were bitten. 


ith This 
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This wantonneſs Dams Jus ricx did cry, “ fie” oy 
And mention'd it, but vainly, to the Ltoy. 


© Thoſe damn'd furr'd raſcals!“ growI'd the angy 
Beaſts, 

4 Each Wolf upon our meat t continual feaſts ; 

Vet Snap's the word, and quick off goes: 

cc head: 

© We muſt take our their teeth—it can't be bome- 

© Yes, from their jaws their grinders muſt be ton, 

<* Behold, the very fields with blood are red.” 


But firſt the Bear muſt be conſulted. —Bxviy, 
Who did not much apptove jaw-ruin, 
With his black. hide, to all the beaſts appear'd, | 
And with much gravity their ſtory heard. 


« Sirs,” (quoth the Bear) you talk of taking tech 
With ſuch an ealy and familiar breath, 
As though it might be pleaſant to their jaws; 
But I muſt aſk the Wolves if they'll conſent 
That from their mouths their grinders ſhall be rent; 
For this is neceſſary, Sirs, becauſe 
The Wolves are ewners of the teeth, and tber 
fore, 

Before Ruspixi's call'd, will aſk a wherefore. 
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BRUIN, in conſequence, the Wolves addreſt: 
% Lord Wolvss, it is the wiſh of many a beal, 
That you conſent. your teeth may all be pull; 
« D-m me if I would loſe my ſnags, my Lords; 
e I'd tell the knaves ſo, in ſo many, words— 
Gd d-mn me, of one's * to be o! 
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* The Chevalier, a famous dentiſt. 
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What! loſe our teeth?“ exclaim'd the Wolves 
©. uno, no— f 

We'll keep them, if it only be for ſhow. 

« Say, my LoRD BRU, that, and let them chew 
cc it: N 

Nay, tell the fools, we wiſh them ſomewhat longer, 

* Sharper, and more of them, and ſtronger ; 

« And, if we loſe them, force ſhall only do it.“ 


This anſwer of the WoLves, LoxD Bear reported: 

Which anſwer did not pleaſe the Beaſts at all ; 

Who lighted, now no longer pray'd and courted, 

But on the villains faſt began to fall, 

hoak'd two or three prime Rogues, and, on condi- 
tion, 


Receiv'd from all th' affrighted reſt, ſubmi iffion. 
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| THE 
TEARS OF SAINT MARGARET. 
, ALSO, DES. 
ODES OF CONDOLENCE 


HIGH AND MIGHTY MUSICAL DIRECTORS, 
ON THEIR DOWNFALL. 


TO WHICH, 18 ADDED, 


THE ADDRESS TO THE OWL. 


LIKEWISE) | 
MISTRESS ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 


14. 
fs a 
* 


AND 5 
JUDGE BULLER'S WIG; 
4ͤ 5ùͤt 


ALso, 


THE CHURCH-WARDEN OF KNIGHTSBRIDGE ; 


OR, 


THE FEAST ON A CHILD 


Delirant REG Es, pleduntur Achivi. 


The Kixq was wroth; and ſmelling matters out, 
He put the GRAD DizecToxs to the rout. 
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T O THE READER. 


\ 
— — — —-— 


THE frequent complaints of ignorance, parti- 
ality, profuſion, Wc. exhibited againſt the Mos 
None Musicail DirECToRs, together with their 
quarrels with the principal Sinczrs and PEROR- 
MERS, having brought them into unpopularity 3 
and what ſeemed worſt of all, the MosT . NoBLE 
DixzcToRs having imprudently made a public de- 
claration, without his MaJjzsTyY's conſent, that 
there was an end of ABBEY COMMEMORATION, ſuch 
a favourite hobby-horſe of MaJzsTY ; the King re- 


ſolved on their diſmiſſion from all and every inter- 


ference at the ORaToR1o to be performed at ST. 
MarGARET's CHURCH. The immediate conſe- 
quence of the Royal annunciation was the diſpleaſure 
of the DIRECTORS, and was allo, of conſequence, the 
diſpleaſure of the Lyric BarD, who ſighed on the 


mournful occaſion, and took up the cudgels in their 


defence. Great has been the cry againſt them, that 


they feaſted at the Saint Alban's Tavern, at the ex- 
pence of the Mysicar Fund. Although I do not 
credit ſuch rumour, I have taken the fact for grant- 
ed, that (like their DzpuTiEs, who actually did 
feaſt at different times at the Saint Alban's Tavern, 
at the expence of the Fux p) the NonLR DIR EC TORS 


did 
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did condeſcendingly ſhew the example; and I have 
hinted that thoſe MosT NoBLE DirtcToRs had ay 
fair a right to be rewarded with dinners as Parjſ 
Officers and their friends, who ſo frequently have 


a jovial meeting, to eat gnd * elemgſinary on the 
birth of a BasTARD. 
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THE TEARS OF ST. MARGARET. 
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N ow Nicr, the negro, 2, ag 2 Paſt one 
* o'clock,” 

The drowſy watchman bawl'd from murky a 

The dough-fac'd ſpectres crowded forth—the eye, 

The ſunk, the wearied eye of Toit, was elos'd : 


Mute, NaTuRre's buſied voice, her brawl and hum; 


While Honk Ron, creeping-on the world of gloom, 
Breath'd her dark ſpirit through the death- like hour 
Now from her filver-fringed eaſt the Moon 


Peep'd on the VasT of ſhade—up- mounting dow, 


In ſolemn ſtillneſs, till her lab'ring orb, 

Freed from the caves of Dax xNess, gain'd its ſphere, 
And mov'd in ſplendid ſolitude along. 

At this blank hour of awe, amid her fane, 

That caught a partial radiance on its walls, 


A radiance ſtealing on the; ſhadowy tombs, 
Illuminating death,—the pious Mai, 


Whoſe 
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| Whoſe fleſh did wonders in its days of bloom, 


And paus'd and ſtalk d, and ſtalk'd and paus'd agen; 


Now motionleſs, and now with hurrying ſtep 
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And bones work'd marvels when ſhe ſmil'd no 
more | 


The penſive MaRGARET TA ſtalk'd, and paus'd, 


Now nailing to the twilight floor her eye; 
Now gazing on the holy windows dim; 


Along the hollow-ſounding aiſle ſhe paſs'd ; 
And leaning lorn at murder'd RALEIOH's tomb, 
Of SILENCE wak'd the pale and ſacred fleep, 
With plaintive accent, thus- 


7 


MARGARET'S L AMENTATIOR 


WHY ſhould yon old Abbey, ſhould'ring 

My poor Fane with Gothic pride, 

Cracking, ſinking, falling, mould'ring, 
On the back of Marg'ret ride! ? 


What is that huge Ruin's merit ? 
Only fit for houſing rats. 

Be her gueſts, with all my ſpirit, 

' Hooting owls, and horrid bats ! 


Why am I to be deſpis'd, 
Why am I to be kept under; 

I who once by Kings was priz'd ? 
What's the meaning on't, I wonder ? : 


Lis. "S443 0 "054 


T whoſe 
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1 whoſe pow'r could agues charm, 
Fits and tooth-achs, cramps and evils ; 
Satan's wicked ſelf diſarm ; 
Him, the great proud Prince of Devils. 
Lo, that Abbey for paſt years, 
At each grand Commemoration, 


For Dix EC ros boaſted Peer. 
Peers the glory of the Nation! 
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Who were my Directors? Lo, 
Docrox ParsoNs, JusTIcE CoLLIc; 
ARNOLD and Dupuis and CO. 
What a very pretty frolic! 


But *tis ſaid the KING commanded, 
And the Grand DixkCroxs fell: 

By the KING were they diſbanded ? 

_ Fams will bluſh the tale to tell. 


Soon [I'll go (for what ſhould hinder ?) 
To the firſt of rhyming men, 
To that Giant PETER PinDax : 


He ſhall hear—and then, and then !! 


PzTER in his wrath ſhall riſe, 

And the ſcythe of verſe prepare; 
Lo, I fee his lightning eyes! 

Lo, his arm of vengeance bare ! 


Backs of Monarchs ſhall he flice, 
As he ſcorns them ſo fincerely— 

Woman need not aſk him twice; 
PETER loves the ladies dearly. 
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Thus bake the SainT —When Morn her Vluks 
ſpread, 

To Covent-Garden's ſquare ſhe wing'd her flight, 

And drew the curtains of the PozT's bed, 

"Who fortunately flept alone that night. 


Io him ſhe told her ſtory o'er and o'er : 


When PETER, rous'd by Maxc' RE T's ſad nat. 
rain, 

Pulld off his night-cap, and devoutly ſwore 
He'd roaſt a certain Rur ER of a nation. 


SAINT Marc*'rET thank'd the Bard with ſweeteſt 


ſmiles, 


And EN thunder d on the OF ISLES. 


* 1 


ODES OF CONDOLENCE, & 


ODE L 


The Poet breaketh mournfully out on the fall of the Nonus 
DixecToRs—Threateneth to expoſtulate with the King— 
Lamenteth the loſs of Direction- importance, boxes, white 
wands, and dinners at the Saint Alban's Tavern, &c. &c. 


Pook LEE DSI poor UXBRIDGE ! and poor. JOAH 
BaTEs! . 

And all ye other poor ones, * hard fates ! 

'Tis a ſtrange man this King of ours indeed 

There's reaſon, to be ſure, in roaſting eggs 

What! raiſe an oratorio at Saint Pro's, 

And ſet a thing on foot without a head / 


What! could the King have muſic in a church, 
And leave the great DixeCToRs in the lurch? 
Ev'n ſo !—but lo, PII parley with the King, 
And ſuch a peal into his ears Pll ring! 


Thus will I ſay, howe'er it may diſguſt— 

* An't pleaſe your Majeſty, you are unjuſt.” 

„How, how?” the King will cry, * wild 
rapidity 

© Yes, SIRE, the grand Directors take it ill; 

* Deeming themſelves all men of tuneful (kill, 

* And having all, for crotchets, hawk-avidity ; 


Vor. II, ce « That 
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Which really makes them marvel, and fo ſtare," 


With ſome old gentlewoman's noſe and chin! 


728 „With lath- Ike form, whey- face, and cheeks ſo thin, 


386 obrs or CONDOLENCE. 
* That they ſhould loſe the lead in this affair, 


c Not knowing what offence they have committely 
„ Being a ſet of very clever men, . 

64 So ſtuff'd with crotchet-knowledges, and then 
For Oratorios ſo nicely fitted! 


„ Behold! no boxes for DiREcToORs! no! 
* Who at the ABBey form'd a raree-ſhow, 
With nice kid gloves, medallions, wands f 
White! 
<« Tagrag and bobtail now condemn'd to join; 
What's ten times worſe, condemn'd to pull u 
l ein; 
Men ſo unus'd to pay a ſingle doit! 


„When proud to view of Royalty the rays, + | 
* Your SUBJECTS had their bellies full of gaze, 
“Amid the ABBzyv's glory for paſt years; 
* Then would they ponder on the white-ſtick ron, 
«© Of Ux BRIDGE, GREY DE WiLToON, LED), 
«© and Co. | 
« And next to MAJESTY, admire the Pzz8s. 


© Who's that ſlim, whey-fac'd gentleman, and this, 

And be fo ſurly, with a ſable face? 

« Would gaping ſtrangers all ſo curious cry; 
„When, all ſo ſolemn, I have made reply, 

That Lord i is LEEDS" s very noble GRACE, 


(e 


0 
And my old gentlewoman's noſe and chin— { 


Toad 
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And he who lours as though he meant to bite, 

Is EARL or Ux BRI DOE, with his face of night.” 
And then I've told the names of all the reſt; 

« At which the ſtrangers have been all ſo 50, 

« Bow'd, curtſy'd low, ſo grateful I don't doubt it, 
« They told their dear relations all about it. 


re, 
teh 


« No. more Dixkcroxs challenge admiration! 

« No more the tuneful rulers of a nation ! 

« Unknown, in vulgar ſeats they. beat their thumbs; 
« Now half awake they nod, and now they ſleep, 
« And now they ſigh, and now in dreams they weep, 
And mumble much diſpleaſure *midſt their gums 


« Heav'ns ! with what huge delight their eyes would 
6c hail | * | 
„The“ breeches blazing at SainT MARG'RETr's tail, 
« Inſtead of STEPHEN, who, to all belief, 
Poor fellow, muſt have travell'd with a brief! + 


55 * But, Sir, this is not all—for, in your ear, 
Something more horrible brings up the rear! 
“No longer on the w-eedle- dum account, 
At yon fair tavern in SAINT ALBan's Street, 

* Thoſe men of taſte and muſic joyful greet, 


* And load their ſtomachs to a large amount ; 


“ All for the good of the poor Funp, ſo kind! 
Now this is dreadful to my ſimple mind ; 
CIA: „ 


i 


Poor Saint Srrruzx had a very warm pair of breeches 
clapped to his . .. lately; but the Saur luckily ſhook them 
olf. Without a metaphor, the Houſe of Commons was nearly 
{et on fire by ſome patriotiè Incendiaries. 


} To ſolicit charity, like many others who ſuffer by fire. 
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And ſtomachs all ſo keen, and deep as facks, 


' © Behold CyvrcuwarvDens, OvERSEERs ſo fleck! 


Thus. to the King of Nations will I cry— 


Good advocate—good, good, in a bad cauſe: 


388 obrs or cbwofx ut. 
&« To think thoſe T1TLED Mx, whoſe valiant jam, b 


cc And teeth fo valorous in feaſt attacks, | 

“So bravely battled in the tuneful canſe, re! 
& Should, by the royal word fo hard commanel, 
“ Diſgracefully be turn'd adrift=—difbanded! * 
e I hear, I hear the angry Lords exclaim, 
Thus to be all diſcarded! *tis a ſhame— 

© The royal mandate will be cruel ſtyl'd 


Read their card-invitations ev'ry week— 

Sir, you're deſir'd to come and eat a child. 
One child a week they conſtantly devour; 
e Sometimes they eat two children — ſometimes four 


4 chus thoſe fellows live, the lazy drones, | & 
* Lops, of a charity may pick the bones; 
© Yes, as proviſions are ſo very dear, 

© Eat a few fiddlers once or twice a year. 


“Such is the language Lords employ, O King, 
« Enough the hearts of ſavages to wring, 
And make, I hope, your royal conſcienceache: | 
e Such reas'nings are indeed extremely deep! 
* Why ſhould of Lords the teeth and ſtomachs ſleep 
&« Whilſt thoſe of keen Churchwardens are awake? 


But what will be his MaJesTyY's reply ?— 
“ Thank, thank ye, Px TER, for ſupporting ſtraws 


“I'll have no more ſuch doings, let me tell ye— 
« No, no, no eating calves in the cow's belly.” 


ODE 
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ODE TO SAINT CEEILIA. 


The Lear een hann called An Mee the grest 
Patroneſs of Muſic, by way of JusTics or Pzact, -Covr 
STABLE, and ComForTER, to come down from Heaven to 
the NoBre Directors, iſſue a ProctLamaTion for diſ- 
ſolving Societies of Muſical Inftruments; taking them up, 
and knocking them to pieces, as alſo the heads of the Mu- 
ſicians againſt each other.— The Poet concludeth with a 

7 prophecy of returning. power to the Dizzcrors. ; 

D Czc1i14, pray, from Heav'n ſtep down; | 

Moſt wond'rous are the doings in this town ! 

Behold, behold a tuneful revolution! 

DiRECFORS baniſh'd, but no execution! 


Thank God, no grinning heads of Lords, poor fouls, 
Amid the mob, ſurvey the ſtreets on poles. 


The fiddles ſcreech with rapture one and all; 
The flutes and hautboys whiſtle at the fall: 
The pompous organ, for rebellion ripe! 
Glad of the long-wiſh'd overthrow, he opes, 
To ſhew the world his pleaſure, all his ſtops, 
And pours his thunders through each giant pipe; 
Whilſt all his pigmies, trilling, ſqueaking, fqualling, 


Like mad things, every one, his tune, are bawling : 
The hoarſe baffoons their naſal twang employ— 


And hog-like baſes grunt the ſang of joy. 


Wild ſcreams the trumpet's brazen note fo clear ; 
And on th' occaſion, ſcorning to be mum, 

Like cannon ſoundeth on the loaded ear, 
At ſolemn intervals, the double drum. 


. 
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The various inſtruments of wind and ſtring, 
Thus to the world in ſaucy triumph ſing 
“ What are thoſe Lord-DireQors ?—arrant fool, 
Mean mongrels never bred in Music's ſchool 
« With juſt as much of ſcience as a pig 
Who ſcarcely know a pſalm-tune from a jig, 
<« Are theſe the men to lead us? Music ſwear 
And to the pill'ry recommends their cars.” 


And lo, of Muſic the choice bands, _ 
Delighted, clap their madding hands ; 
And, raiſing to the ſtars their eyes devout, 
Thank heav' n, they roar, © thoſe fellow: we 
turn'd out. 
4 No longer ſhall their tyranny W 88 
* And lead the King of Nations by the noſe.” 1 


Then ſweet Ceca, leave thy lofty ſtation; 
O haſte and ifſue out thy proclamation— 
Of wond'rous danger let it talk aloud— 
Root up ſocieties of flutes, bafſoons ; _ | 
Knock down the organ, for his rebel tunes, 
Ihe brazen. trumpet break, and crack the crowd. 


Lay on the necks of the rebellious Band 
Thy powerful and chaſtiſing hand 

And for their impudent and ſenſeleſs pother, 
Sweet Goppzss, knock one head againſt another. 


O haſte and keep the mournful Lords in heart, 
As ſcarce a ſingle mortal takes their part. 
Except the lofty family of Pz1ve, 

Few are the comforters they beaſt beſide— 


Theſe 


boss eh enen E seg 595 
heſe are their conſtant friends indeed, and ſtout; 
riends that few Nobles ever are without ; 
ereditary friends of ancient date, 

\ccompanying great title and eſtate. | 


and yet tis ſaid no virtues can reſide _ p 
There dwells that lofty ſcowling Seixrr, PRlp v8; 
That Aconite, the noiſome weed of glooom ,- 
hat near it ſuffers not a flow'r to bloom. 


ls 


* 
13 


— 


Joy to my ſoul! of LEEDS his glorious Grace 
Puts forth a ſimpering ſweet prophetic face, 
Amid this rough miſchance, that ſeems to.ſay, 
„Though diſappointment mocks the preſent hour, 
Next year ſhall mark the triumph of my pow'r, 
“When Facriox's enn fiends — * me 
(e day.“ ; | 


Thus when the Monarxcr of the winds, in in ſpite, | 
Rolls.a dark phalanx on the golden light, 
And blots the beauteous ORB the world atorning 
SOL lifts the ſable mantle of a cloud, . 
And, peeping underneath the envious ſhroud, 
Smiles hope, and fays, “ P'll ſhine to-morrow 
* morning.” 
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| The Bax adviſeth the Diazcrons to ſubmit to their degrade 


fituation z and by way of con nfolation, informeth them of iht 
. Allen ſtate of the Pocts—and, moreover, comforteth the Dj. 


KECTORS with the changes that take place amonght crown u 
well as un-crowned heads. 


Yer not * are yon by Kings deſpis's; | 
Lo, lofty poets are no longer pri#'d, | 


That to an eagle turn'd a popinjay ; 
That feorn'd of TIME the ever-dreaded wars, 
Turn'd winking rofh-lights into blazing ſtars, 

And ſtole from frail mortality, decay ! 


Pons, with. that rare inſtrument call'd RRVvuz, 


Drew with the greateſt eaſe the teeth. of Tin; 
Snapp'd his broad ſcythe ſo keen, and broke his glaſs 
Clipp'd his two wings, and fix'd him on an afs: 


Such was the envy'd pow'r of ancient Bards, 


When Kings vouchſaf'd to crown them with rewards. 


In days of old, the Baxps were ſacred creatures, 
Deem'd ſo exalted in their natures ! 
By numbers thought fit company for Gods / 


Lo, at the feaſts of Kings the MinsTxzELs fat; 


Eat, ſung, and mingled in the royal chat; 
And ſcarcely-did there ſeem a grain of odds. 


Thus cry'd thoſe Kings of old, (delightful praiſe ) 
Touch not the men of other days ; j 

& Hurt not a hair of thaſe ſweet ſons of ſong, 

4 by « Whole 
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« Whoſe voices ſhall be heard amidſt out halls, 
„When we, amicſt of death the narrow walls, 
« In glootny filenee ſhall be ſtreteh'd along.“ 


Scot-free the Poets drank and ate; 
They paid no taxes to the State | 


Now comes a Butcher, roaring, ** Pay your bill ;” 
Now the blue-apron'd wight of beer, 
And man of bread, approach and cry, Look here; 
“Not one more morſel, not a ſingle gill, _ 
« Shall, Maſter Poet, paſs your piping throat, 
« Until you quickly pay up ev'ry groat.“ 
Unnatural! alas, what Gothic ſounds ! 
Thus *tis the rude Proranez a Poet wounds 


At Windſor, when the Monarch has been by, 


How have I languiſh'd on the royal ſtye, 


Where wanton'd fifty little grunting grigs! 
But never had the King the grace to ſay, 
« You're hungry, hungry, PzTER—take away, 
„Take, take a couple of the prettieſt pigs.“ 


Oft of his geeſe too have I heard the notes, 

And, hungry, wiſh'd to ſtop their gobbling throats ; 
But vainly did mine eyes around them wander. 

How eafily the Monarch might have ſaid, 

* You don't eat roaſt meat often, I'm afraid; 
Take, take away the fatteſt gooſe or gander.“ 


Kings care not if we neither drink nor carve— 
This is their ſpeech in ſecret, © Sing and ſtarve.” 
And yet our Monarch has a world of books, 
And daily on their backs ſo gorgeous looks; 
So neatly bound, fo richly gilt, ſo fine, 

He tears to open them to read a line! 4 


Since 
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Oft have I dipp'd in golden praiſe the pen, 


But let us not-an idle pother keep, 
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Since of our books a King can highly deem, 
The Authors ſurely might command eſteem : - ., 
But here's the dev'l—I fear too many know it— 
Some Kings borer the Binger to the Poet. 


Yet, though it never .was. poor Perzr's fate 
To get a ſixpence from the Man or STATE,. 
Who rather tries to keep the Poets under— | 4 


Writing ſuch handſome things about great men, 
That CanDouR's eye-balls have been ſeen to won- 
der. | 27 | 


» #7 * 
' * * 


Yet had it ropes that the Barbe 

Had borne on high-bred folk a litile hard, 
Good for an evil mortals ſhould return 
"Tis very wicked with revenge to burn. 
The ſun's a bright example, let me ſay— 
Obliges the black clouds that veil his ray ; 
Oft makes them decent figures to behold, 
And covers all their dirty rags with gold. 


And, als-like, at a revolution bray ; 
Lo, Kings e, like cabbages, grow cheap ; ; 

Thus ev'ry dog at laſt will have his day— 
He who this morning /mil*d, at night may ſorrow ; 
The grub to-day's a butterfly to-morrow. 


.* 
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The Poxr adminiſtereth. comfort to the diſgraced DizecroRs. 


Poor Imps! ! we all are born, to heave the groan! 


M1sFORTUNE can't let HayPiNzss alone ; 
Sharp as a cat, for ever pleas'd to watch her, EE 
And trying with a thouſand traps to catch her. 


Submiſſion is our lot—it is our fate 

To drop the tear, amid this mortal ſtate ! 
Yet by our folly often worſe we make it,— 

At diſappointment frequent have I figh'd : 

P. x take the world!“ indignant I have cry'd— 
Life is not worth the terms on which we e jake 


6 jt 2”? 


Then on | the lot of mortals giv'n a W 
And angry thus, one night, addreſs'd an O wi. 


ADDRESS TO AN OWL. 


* THOU ſolemn Bird on yonder ivy tow'r, 

* Wilt thou exchange thy nature, OwL, with me? 
Happy to take poſſeſſion of thy bow'r, 

1 here proteſt 1 would exchange with thee. 


M When to his weltin bed the Sun retires, 

* Obeys the curfew, and puts out his fires ; 
* And Evenine, þluſbful-harbinger of Nicur, 
© Gems 
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© Becauſe no mobs, nor fires, nor thieves appear; 
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“Gems with the dews of health the drooping flow'r; | 
With cooling zephyr fans the ſober hour, 
* And wakes the ſongſtrelto the fading light; 


“Forth, mid the deep ning gloom I paſs 

* And tread the moiſt reviving graſs, . 
% To meet the. tribes by NaTuUreg made 

« To crawl and wing the world of ſhade! 


” Daughters and ſons of Night that creep the ground, 
“ Bleſt muſt ye live, with ſuch a calm around, 
<* So unmoleſted, to enjoy your loves! 
And lighter ProrlE, ye who wave the wing, 
Now *mid the moon's pale luſtre ſport and ſing, 
Now playful pierce the ſhadows of the grove: 


c Ye harmleſs nations, with averted eyes, | 
*The {ons of men your ſilent world deſpiſe, 
+ Becauſe their eyes no punch-houſes behold; 


<« Becauſe no riots with their yells they hear; 
Lo brothels, ſcenes of ſallow fate unfold. 


e Sweet Owl, this ſhort apoſtrophe excuſe ; 
& And willing now to thee returns the Musk. 


<« Grave Bird of Wiſdom, 'mid the twilight ſcene 
% Dimly I mark thy philoſophic mien " 
And now I ſee expand thy ſnowy wings: 
To yonder elm, O happy happy fowl, 
ce Thou ruſheſt forth to call upon Miss Ow, 

<« Expettant'of her Bzav, who darkling ſings. 
« Together now ye fail the duſky vale, | 
No dart on prey, now mount agen the gale; 

"0 Nov 


The W 
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00 Now on the moon-clad barn or ſilent grove, g 
« Your four-feet fill'd with various game, ye go 


« (For hunger muſt be ſatisfied, I trow); _ 
« And, after feaſting, kiſs and ſing of love. 


% To-morrow ſullen muſt I move to town, 
« Shook in a wooden engine up and down, 
« For want, O Owl, of thy ſoft gliding wing 
« Stow'd with a gang of thieves. 1 and 
<« trulls; | | 
* Too noiſy for the thickeſt human Kull 
« Who ſmoak, and laugh, and roar, and ſwill, 
“and ſing. 


« Jaded at length I quit my - hk SOL 

“ Unhing'd, at buſy London I arrive, 
“ Parent of ſin, and naſtineſs, and noiſe : 

* By coach and cart, and wheelbarrow and dray, 

Through motley mob I force my ſighing way; 
“Pimps, porters, chairmen, chimney-ſweepers 

=_—_ boys : 

2 Saluted, as I pals along, 

« By all the various imps of ſong, 

* One crying rabbits rabbits, wild fowl that, 

* Another mackrel, ſalmon, - oyſter, ſprat ! 


“ With ſuch a howling ear- diſtracting note, 
«© And mouth extended as a barn-door wide, 
That fiſh and fleſh forſooth may be well cry'd, 
A man might leap into each cavern throat. 


In Covent-Garden, at the Hun MS, Now 
© I fit, but after many a curſe and vow 
469 Never to ſee the madding city more; 


«© Where 
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* Where barrows truckling o'er the pavement roll 
* And, what is horror to a tuneful ſoul,” 

. W aſſes, deep in love, to aſſes roar; 


> Which aſſes, that the Garden's ſquare adorn, 


„ Muſt, lark-like, be the heralds of my morn. 
Let others talk with wild: affright 
« Of ſpectres and the ſhades of night; 


< Ye want not Sor's refulgent painful ray; 


Night to your eyes is but a milder day. 


« Let others mock your airs that fimply flow— ; 
& Teeho teewhit, teewhit teeho— _ >; 

“ But then, dear OwrL, tis ſweetly — mind: 
* Avaunt the ſcientific ſquall— 3 
4 hate it—nature hates it all 

“ But lo! *tis /cience and the ton, I find. 


« The ear with harſh chromatics muſt be teas 17 
“ Grown much too faſhionable to be pleas'd. 


« Here could I wander mid the dewy glade, 
4 On ſacred ſilence feaſt, and ſhade : 
« Butah'! farewell—81 Er calls me tis is night! 
„ noon; 4 
« On wings of freedom as thou — the ſky, 
* Sweet child of ſhadows, o'er my hamlet fly, 
* And kindly ſoothe _ ſlumber with a tune.” 


Thus out of humour I addreſs'd the bird, 
Wiſhing to change conditions with the fowl ; 
But at the cheerful morn, upon my word. 
1 liF'd the man-ſtate better than the owl. . 
. | Thus 
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Thus anger'd at the wayward tricks of e 
Pettiſh, ye wiſh your grandeur at the devil; 

Yet, after curſing High and mighty ſtate 

Ye wiſely deem it not ſo Huge an et“ 
Contented to be men of worſhip ſtill, | 
Pleas'd with the gifts that Kings, not Haw n, beſtow; 
Proud, from the height of T1TLE's ſtar-clad hill, 

To mock us poor unhonour'd grubs below. 


o D E. 


The Porr comforteth again and again and again the Noble 


F DigecToRs with moral reflections, &c. 


3 3 b 

T's giv'n as goſpel both in proſe and rhymes, 
That people ſhould not be for ever bleſt; 

Misfortune therefore muſt be good at times, 

A falutary, though fatiric gueſt ; 


That goads to virtuous works the rump of SLoTH 
Like gout, that bites us into health ſo fair; 
Or like the needle, while it wounds the cloth, 
It puts the rag into repair. 


Sigh now no more, nor let thoſe ſuns, your eyes, 
Be dimly gleaming through perpetual ſhow'rs— 

Let PLEASURE bring the beam of ſummer ſkies, 
And gild the pinions of your fable hours. 


Let not Grey's ſurge along your boſom roll, 
Nor Fancy gather ſorrows for the ſoul. 


Ah! 


400 : eas ar CONDOLENCES: | 


5 Ah! figh no more, fans Lords, pray figb no wore! 
Not all, not all your eonſequente is dead; 
In Fot'nam-ftreet ye ſtill preſerye a pow'r, 
And proudly bear an elevated head; 

. Where, all obedience, and with one accord, 
Muſicians learn to tremble at the * Lord. 


The Viciſſitudes of Life ! wonderful | 


LIE changes — now tis calm now hurricane 
Up, down; down, up—a very windmill's vane 
Is man, poor fellow much t60 like a ball; 
"Tis high, tis low—'tis this way now, now that, 
Juſt as its wooden maſter wills, the bat: 
Thus MaJjzsTy can bid us riſe or fall. 


The Monarch may repent him of the deed— 

His heart, ſo ſoft, at your diſmiſſion bleed. 

To Houſe of Buckingham you may be call'd, 
And at the Queen's ſweet little concerts ſing; 

Then how the tribe of NoBLEs will be galF'd ! 
This will be ſoaring on the eagle's wing. 


Thus to the world then be it underſtood, 

What ſeems misfortune, happens for our good : 
This from my rhyming ſtore-houſe, or my Os 
May be elucidated by a Fable. 


* Of the Kicks, ho ſelects the muſic, and ſometimes gives 
a ſoprano ſong to a baſs voice, and who once ordered, in the 
Jubilate, the at part to be executed by the German flute. 
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MRS. ROBINSON'S HANDKERCHIEF, 
ny 

JUDGE BULLER'S WIG. 

4 FABLE : 


A HanDKERCHty, that long had preſs'd 
The ſnows of Laura's ſwelling breaſt, 

O'er which fair ſcene full many a longing lover, 
With panting heart, and frequent ſighs, * 
And pretty modeſt leering eyes, 

Had very often been obſerv'd to hover— 


This Handkerchief, to Kitty giv'n, 
Was forc'd at length to leave its heav'n, 


For a Jew clothes- man's moſt unchriſtian bag: 
0 what a fad reverſe, poor ſoul ! 
To ſweat in ſuch a horrid hole, 


Cramm'd in with ev' ry ſort of dirty rag! 


* Pray, who are you ?” the plaintive Kerchief cry'd, 
Perceiving a rough neighbour at her fide: 


* What are ye? tell me, —_— e 
«© Ma'am,” Ts 
The hairy neighbour grave reply!d, I am 
That worthy man's, the mild Judge ButLts's 
cc Wi g. 3”, 
d ſweetly tender ! that, whene'er he dies, 
Mzzcy will weep to blindneſs both her eyes. 


Vo“. II. D d 


* You ſmell as though your maſter was a pig— | 
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c Indeed, Sir l'. quoth the Tone” bee 


oy What will become of us at laſt ? O dear! 


„ For him, the BaRD who like a God conceives, 


„ then what a piece of news! 


—_ = — — 
2 * 
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4a ONES or .CONDOLENGBs 
fate! | 

Alas] how diffrent were we hol of late! 

Now ſtuff'd in this abominable place! 


“Something more terrible than this, I fear; 
Something that carries horrible diſgrace.” 


% Madam,” rejoin'd the Wig, < don't cry 
* No cauſe have you indeed to ſigh; 
“So truſt for once a Wig's prophetic words— 
« My fate is to be juſt the ſame, 1 find; 
« $till for a Scareerow's head deſign'd, 
To frighten thieves—T mean the birds, 


* But, luckier, you ſo. Ae will riſe, 
« A fav'rite of ten thouſand eyes; 

« Not burnt (as you ſuppos'd. perhaps) to tindet; 
« Chang'd to the whiteſt paper—happy leaves, 


The great, th' immortal PzTzz PinDar.' 


“ God bleſs, I ſay, God bleſs the Jew 
« 1 wiſh my dear dear Miſtreſs did but know 1 
« Her hands then I ſhall happy touch again; 
% For MaDaM always did maintain 
„ That MisrER PiNDAR was a charming Poet. 


493 


Still more Comfort for DizzcToRs ! 


Ox CE more I pray you, be not fad; 
Remember what the Proverb doth declare 
Ils better riding on a pad, | 
Than on a horſe's back that's bare, ; 
At Tot'nam's concert, to delight ye, 
Behold, my Lords, you ſtill are mighty. 


Think of your titles too—the name of Lord, 
What merit it proclaims of head and heart: 
lt is a tradeſman's handſome board, 

In letters fair of gold that doth impart 

To people who their mouths of wonder- ope, 
What goodly articles are in the ſhop. 


Yes, as of yore, the pompous name of Lord 
Doth ſtill our awe-clad admiration rule— 

And comfort to the hungry doth afford 5 
As nods of Logs are dinners for a pool. 


* I thank my God, I am not like thoſe fellows,” 

Cry'd the proud PHARISEE, the bellows 

Or trumpet of his reputation, blowing: 

And you in triumph alſo may exclaim, 

Proud of a Peer's exalted name, ray 
With pride of title and fair birth o erflowing, "A 


I thank my ſtars, I am not like the mob, 
* Whom NaTuxz fabricated by the job.“ 
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Ye ſhall, ye ſhal retun to pow) „ 
And o'er the umbling million tow'r; 
Your ſacred laws ſhall be obey'd— 
Muſicians to allegiance muſt return— 

In ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn ;z _ 
Submitting, if ye will it, to be flead. 


Their eyes ſo fierce, that flaſh'd like tin reflecton, 
As though they meant to roaſt the Grand Piredon 
Shall from their meteor fury fade away— - 
Becoming mild and placid as the light 
Shed by the Won u, the lamp of dewy night, 
Or Luna's modeſt melancholy 5 


Yes! to your noble hearts delight, | 
With waving wands and gloves ſo whites 

And gilt medallions bleſt, ſhall ye appear; 
Smile at us Mob, the many-headed beaſt; 
And, as ye ſeem to like a gratis-feaſt, 
Eat a few fiddlers.ev'ry year. 


L eh 
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HE GHU R C HWA RD EN: 
„ 
THE FEAST ON A CHILD: 
A TAL k. 


The following e founded on a fa# that N * years 
ſince, at the Swan at Knightſbridge, is introduced to illuſtrate 


the * of _— child, mentioned in n * £ 


x 


. KN [colitis RIDGE, at a tavern call'd the SWAN, 
Churchwardens, Overſeers, a jolly clan, 
- Order'd a dinner, for themſelves and friends— 
A very handſome dinner, of the belt : 
Lo! to a turn, the diff rent joints were dreſt—. 
Their lips, wild licking, ev'ry man commends. 


Loud was the clang of plates, and knives, and forks ; 
Delightful was the ſound of claret corks, _ 

That ftopp'd ſo cloſe and lovingly the bottle: 
Thou Savoir-vivre Club, and Fe i ſais quoi, 
Full well the voice of honeſt corks ye know, 


Deep and deep bluſhing fram the generous pottle. 


5 
All ear, all eye, to liſten and to ſee, 
The Landlord was as buſy as a bee— 
Yes, LARDER ſkipp'd like harlequin ſo light; 
In bread, beer, wine, removal ſwift of diſhes, 
Nimbly anticipating all their wiſhes : a 
Now this, to man voracious as a kite, 
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8 1 3 the TaENCHx 0 hate 
All obſtacles hat Keep them from the plate, . 7 
As much as jockies on a running horſe f 
Carte cows or jack-afles that croſs the courle, 


Nay, here's 4 ſolid reaſon too; for mind, 
Bawling for things, demandeth mouth and wind: 

Whatever, therefore, weakeneth wind and jaws, 
Is hoſtile to the gormandizing cauſe. 


Having well mama. and ſwill'd, and ang, and 
ſung, 5 

And toaſted virls, and clapp'd, and roar d, — rung, 
And broken bones of tables, chair and glaſſes, 
- Like happy bears, in honour of ths laſſes, 
Not wives ! not one was toaſted all the time 
Thus were they decent—it had been a crime, 
As wives are delicate and ſacred names, 

Not to be mix'd indeed with wh—s and flames: 


I ſay, when all were cramm'd unto the chin, 
And ev'ry ene with wine had ſwell'd his ſkin, 
In came the Landlord with a cheruly ſale: © 

Around to ev'ry one he lowly bow'd, 


Was vaſtly happy=bonour” d=—raſtly prodd—= | 
And then he- bow'd again in fuch a ſtyle * 5 


* 
* Hop'd Gemmen lik d the dinner and the wine.“ 
To whom the Gemmen anſwer d, © Very fine! 
« A-glorious dinner, Lazntx, to be ſure.”— 
To which the Landlord, laden deep with bliſs, 
Did with his bows ſo humble almoſt kiſs” 


Now 


Now in an 1 tone of en 
Unto the Landlord full of fies Travity, 
Did MisrER GuTTEE the Chufehwarden call 
« Come hither, LAR DER,“ ſaid ſoft Misr ER GuT- 
TLE, * 
With ſolemn voice and fox- like face fo a 
« LARDER, a little word or two, that's all.“ 


Forth ran the bowing Landlord with good will, 
Thinking moſt naturally upon the bit. 


« Landlord,” (quoth Corrie in a ſmall ſſy found, 
Not to be heard by any in the room, | 

Yet which, like claps of thunder, did 6 
«* Da you Know any thing of Barrx Broom ?”” 


« Sir “ anfwer'd Lax DER, ſtamm ring . Sir i 
ce what Sir? 
« Yes, Sir, yes —yes—ſhe liv'd vith Mis'rgzss 
© LARDER . 
But may I never move, nor never fir, 
« If but for impudence we did diſcard her! 
„No, Miſter GUTE BxT TY was too braffy— 
We never keep a ſervant that is ſaucy.” 


“ But, Landford—BzrTy ſays ſhes with child. 
“What's that to me?“ quoth . wa 
Wild— 
I never kiſs'd the huſſey in my life, 
« Nor hugg'd her round the waiſt, nor + pineh'd her 
„ cheek ; 
Never once put my hand upon her neck 
« Lord, Sir, you know that L have got a wiſe. 


C Lord! 
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| not de 8 Per wich — of — 
% A. little puling chit, as white as paſte; 
« Beſides : ſhe never ſuited with my ke. 


ce But then, ſuppoſe—1 only day, ſuppoſe 
&T had been wicked with the girl—ala 
« My wife hath got the curſed'ſt keeneſt noſe, 
© Why, zounds, ſhe would have cached mein 
ek; * 


YOu 


4 "Then quickly in the fre had been the fab 
« Curſe her! ſhe always watch'd me like a cat, 


< "Then, as I fay Br did not hit wh 


It was impoſſible. to be unchaſte 
Therefore it never can be true, you fes 


And Miſtreſs LaRDER's full enough for ne. 


66 
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| . 


« ] kiſs the maid ! why, Lord! the thing I ſcon- 
&« Sir, I'm a8 innocent 8 the child unborn.? = 


„Well,“ anf d GurTLE, (Man P11 tell ye what; 
«Your wind and eloquence you now are waſting: 

Whether Miſs BxT hit your taſe d not, 

vo There s good round proof enough that youu 

- been tafting. Fy 


0 And, Lanbzn, you've a wife, tis very true, 
cc. Perhaps a little ſomewhat of a ſnhrew: 3 2 
But BETTY war not a bad piece of ſtuff.” 


« Well, MisrzER GuTTLE, may I drop down dead, 
« If ever once I crept to-BzTTy's bed! 


And _ Pm i is e den eg 
we? Pg” BO But, 
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$' 
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« But, Laws" all four ſwearing will not do, 
« If BeTTY ſwears ſhe is with by you: - = 
« Now BzTTY came and * me d Hauer at 
* once 
« But you know beſt>—yet mind, if BeTTyY ®U ſwear, 
+ And then again ! ould MisTztss LARDER Bear, 
"6 The Lord have Mercy, LARDER, on thy ſconce! 


„Why, man, were this affair of BRT Tv told her, 
« ] reallythink, not Hell itſelf could hold her. 
« Then for your modeſt ſtift-r a ty neighbours 
„ all— 
« There'd be a pretty Up- eber a ſquall! 
Thou eguldſt not put thy noſe into a ſhpb. 
« There's gtealy Miſtreſs Wick, the chandler's wife, 
« And Miſtreſs Bur L, the butcher's imp of ſtrife, 
With Miſtreſs Nn, See, Murr, and 
„ SLOP, 
With fifty others of ſuch old compeerꝛ— 
AZounds, what a hornet's neſt about thy ears! 1 


From cheerful ſmiles, and lockt like SoL ſo bright, 

Poor LAgDz fell to ſcowls as black as night; 
And n his head he ſcratch'd, importing — 

For people who are innocent indeed ; 

Never look down, ſo black, an ſcratch the head ; 

ut tipp'd with confidence, their noſes. tilt, 

Replying with an unembarraſs'd front; 

Bold to the charge, and fix'd to ſtand the brunt. 


Turn is a tow? ring Danz—divine her air; 
In native bloom ſhe walks the world with Hate: : 
But Faisznood is a meretricious Fair, 
Painted and mean, and ſhuffling i in her gait: 
33 | Dares 


os 
LS 


2 


Dares not lock up with REsOLU To 's mien, 
But ſneaking hides, and hopes not to be ſeen; 
For ever haunted by the Ghoſt of DovsT! 
Trembling for fear the world will find her out. 


: Again—there' s honeſty in / . 1 1 * 
That ſhrinking ſhew when tongues n . 'W 
With LanDER this was venly the cad? 

Informers were the eyes of LA DER's face. 


2 Well, Sir” laid Laien, whiſp' ring; * 4 
| haing, ---- - 
Each word ſo heavy, like a 8 1 
e This is a d-mn'd affair, I can t but lay— 
« Sir, pleaſe t' accept a note of twenty — 7 
« Contrive another father may be found; 
Ang, Sir, here's not a halfpenny to pay.” 


# 


Thus ended the ahr by prudent treaty: 
Peace, every man defires—than war, much rather: 

GUuTTLE next morning weni and talk'd to Barr 
When BzTTY quickly found another father ! 


* By this ingenious mode of Pariſh we the ſame il 
* be devoured a dozen times over. 8 1 
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LI EPISTLES 


. AND 1 
""_ | 
Hs SHIP. 
—_— — 
, Yes, of our Bagſhot wonders tell Kin Lone! 
Delicious ſubjeQs for an Epic Song! 
| Erierz To Lox Macaarxzr. 
| | 
O, if ſucceſsful, thou wilt be ador'd! 
Wide as a Cyzsmze Car our Court will grin, 
++ To find as many Pearls and Gems on board 
2 As will not leave thee room to flick a pin. 
ErisrIz ro THE Sure. 
"hs. ö ; 
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10 bur KaDE A. 


8 4 1 


3 2 Epiſtles might be preſented, with my Odes, . 
ta the Emperor Ru Loxc, on account of the 


praiſe, as it would be © letting the cat out 1 the bag,” 
| have forborne. 


Thy. 


Tux buſtle and proweſs of the invincible Duxz 


are circumſtances, which, however they may be 


to be recorded. Indeed, I from my ſoul believe, 


that our Hiſtorians, as they are called, are too con- 
ceitedly lofty to think of ſullying a page with an ac- 


only hiſtorians of ancient times, which I am ready 
to prove by a profuſion of learned quotation ; and 
lequentiy your dull uninſpired proſe men are in- 
Vaders. For my part, I am reſolved to ſupport the 
Foetieal charter: and conſequently, as often as the 

N Dukx, 
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| aſh, chat the following Pair of 
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quatitity of original merit— but, to uſe a ſublime - 


on Bagſhot Heath—the Heath on fire—the Royal 
 riſit—the Man of Straw blown from the Mine— 
the:exploſion of the Powder-mills at Hounſlot the 
attention of Gops, as well as of the Cx ows, to the 
Camp—the humility of the Bagſhot buſhes; c. 


diſdained by the faſtidious pen of His roRv, ought 


count of the Camp- tranſaction; but Poers were the 
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4148 , TO THE READER» 


Dukx, and the KinG and the Quzzn, and Mapay 
SCHWELLENBERG, and LorD Carpican, and old 
 NicoLat the fiddler, and Six Francis Daaxy, 
and the Pages, the Cooks, and the Stable. ben, &, 
&c. thall utter good things, Achieng great u 
and be ſeen in cloſe and | importaii comvietſation te. | 
gether, ſuch events ſhall be hoxloured. with niches in 
my Lyzic TzmeLE of e rs. 1 1 


Taz Epiſtle 1 to the Shir PING to be full of 
Poetry and good wiſhes ; but the horrid picture of 
the future diſappointment of our Ambaſſador and 
his Suit at Pekin, with the diſgracefully attendant 
circumſtances, we hope to be merely a playful ſketch 
of fancy of the Muſe, and that ſhe has really been 

viſited by no ſuch flogging illuminations. * 
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LORD MACARTNET, 


1 
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AMBASSADOR ro THE COURT OF CHINA. 
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0 Crown'D with glory by our glorious King, 
Deck'd in his liv'ry too, a glorious thing, 

Amid the wonders at SainT Jamzs's done; 
At Houſe of BucRINGHAMu, in RicymonD bow'rs, 
At Kew, and laſtly Winvsos's lofty tow'rs, 

Rich ſcenes at once of Majefty and Fun! 


Forget not thou the Camp on BasHOT HEATR, 
Where met the grimly regiments of death; 
Where not the Dzv'L their” rage ſublime could 
damp ; 
Though Hzav'N, as if it meant to mack the matter, 
Pour'd on their-powder'd heads huge tubs of water, 
And made the mighty heath a dirty ſwamp. 


Yes, of our Bagſhot wonders tell KIR Lo 
Delicious ee for the Epic ſong. 


Talk of the valiant troops, all heavy” n-deſcended, 
On which the Kings of Britain oft depended, 
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When bold Rznz1110N through the nation ran, 
Her venom ſpread, and told a valgar hoſt, 
Io humble, ſweet Subordination loſt, 

That, lo! the mightie/t Monarch was but man 


Such ſoldiers! ſuch are gen'rals! ng poltroon I 
Swell'd by the gas of courage to balloons; _ 
Where, tho” thoſe men like bagon all were inhoak'd, 
Not one, by God's good providence, was choak'd, ) 
Of Ricymond's mighty chieftain, RicymonD ſpeck, 
% Now wet, a riding diſhclout,” ſhalt thou ſay= 
* Now broiling, whizzing, dropping like a ſteak, 
* So vaProus, mid the ſun's meridian ray!” 


Talk to Kitn Loxo about his Grace's foul ; 
What wiſdom, ſweetneſs, love, pervades the whole! 


But ſouls in common are a dreary waſte, 1 
By brambles, thiſtles, barb'rous docks diſgrac'd; 
That need the ploughſhare, harrow, and the vl 
Some ſouls are caves of filth and ſpectred N99 
That want a window and a broom 
To yield them light, and clear the mire. 


When honours lift th? unworthy fool on bigh, n 
On FoxTuNE how with fierce contempt I ſconl- 
She hangs a dirty cloud upon the ſky, 3 


And with an eagle's pinion imps an owl. a 
Yet knaves and fools enjoy their lucky hours, * 
And ribbons, "ſtead of ropes, their backs pal 
Thus crawls the Toa amid the faireſt flow'rs,. © 


And with the LiLy drinks the dews of morn. 


Po PRE. 1 . 


2 
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But royal RicHMonD honours exaltation— 
he pole-ſtar of our military nation. 

How pleaſant then to ſee a RicHmonD riſe: 
Friend of a KinG, and fav'rite of the SæIES 


CHARLES, * to ſupport a baſtard and a wh—, 

Impos'd a tax on coals, that ſtarv'd the poor: 
Thoſe /ans-culottes-men made the ſaddeſt din! 

But mark, how often gaod proceeds from evil / 

This deed of CHARL Es is now a white-waſh'd Devil 
Lo, RicymonDd caſts a luſtre round the fin | 


By means of this once ſhameful tax on coal, 
He ſniggles mode/t Mxxrr from her hole! 


Where is the Soldier that is not his friend ? 
dee ADMIRATION to his virtues bend; 
And lo, the ſcar-clad VETERAN. adores! 
While GLoxy humbly Kneeling to the ſkies, 
With ſupplicating hands and fervent eyes, 
A length of days upon his head implores. 


day, that his Grace, ambitious of a name, 

Is ever angling to catch martial fame: 

And ſay too, how moſt fortunate the Duke, 
What noble fiſhes hang upon his hook; | 
While humbler mortals, lab'ring day and night, 
Poor patient creatures, ſeldom feel a bite. 


Pow'r in the hands of VIX UE is heav*n's dew, 
That foſt'ring ſeeds the flow'r of happieſt hue ; 
. E e In 


* King of England, whoſe: Miſtreſs was a French woman, 
the great, great, and illuſtrious Anceſtor of his preſent Gracs. 
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In Vick's graſp, it withers, wounds, and killz: 
"Tis then the fang fo fatal, form'd to make 
A paſſage for the venom of the ſnake, 

That Nature's /ife with diſſolution fills. 


Bow down, ye armies, then, and thank your Gen, 
That RicymonD holds the military rod ; 
No Janus he, with ſelfiſh views to fob, 

And touch the Nation's pocket with a Job. of 


Yes, let the Emp'ror all about him hear, 

Talk of the bold tranſactions of the Peer; 
And ſay, what probably he can't believe, 

That lo, the dauntleſs body of His Grace, 

In duels bor'd, has ſcarcely one ſound place— 
A honeycomb, a cullender, a ſieve! 


Say how that nothing could his courage check ; 
Proud of his poſt, and fearleſs of his neck, 
Though only one upon his ſhoulders dear 
Thus VaLoux ſmiles at danger, death, and pain, 
And feels an eighteen-pounder through his brain 
Coolly as /ome a pat upon the ear! _ 


Say, how he gallop'd wild, up hill, * dale; 
Frighten'd each village, turn'd each hovel pale; 
Struck all the birds with terror, ſave the "bh 
Who, ſpying ſuch commotion in the land, 
Concluded ſome great matter was in hand, 
Much blood and carnage midſt contending foes. 


6 | oo 
66k Witneſs the convenient houſe and gardens near . 


Dack, ſo economically built with the Public Money. The annals 
of honour furniſh us not with a ſublimer inſtance of /elf-denial. 


And ſay, his phiz ſuch valour did inſpire, 


LYRIC EPISTLES. | 419 


Say, how the world his deeds with wonder ſaw ; 
Say, that the Bagſhot-buſhes bow'd with awe ; 


That lo, the very ground he trod, caught-fire. * 


Say, how went forth to ſee him, half the nation, 

Their mouths well cramm'd with duſt and admira- 
tion; 

So ardent ev'ry eye's Soaring look, 

To ſeize the galloping, the flying Duke. 


Such eating and ſuch guzzling every day ! 
Nothing to pay ! 
All the Duke's friends, great quality and ſmall, 
Our great King GzoRcEe, and lovely Queen, 
Were entertain'd ſcot-free, I ween— £2 | 
A gen'rous nation doom'd to pay it all. 


And yet when PARLIAMENT beholds the bill, 
[ think that Parliament, with much ill will, 
May growl, and ſwear it was an idle thing, 
This game of ſoldiers, ſuch a childiſb play: 
But let me anſwer PARLIAMENT, and ſay, 
It was not childiſh, rox Ir PLEAS'D THE KING. 


t made Tom PAinz, the bull-dog, hold his tongue ; 
Arm'd with ſuch lion-paws, and tgeth ſo long 


day, that the ſun-like Duke ſhone forth ſo bright, 
That Puxch ne'er triumph'd in a fiercer fight, 

Say, how he fir'd the Hoyn/low mills of powder; 
Say, how the ſympathiſing grain, with ſound, 
Frighten'd the tiles from all the roofs around, 

Defying the bold TwunDer to roar louder! 

Res Say, 
*Fhis is a literal fi; 
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Say, that immortal Cs AR trod the place 
Now fiercely gallop'd over by His GR Ach. 


Say, that the Gops beheld him from on high; 
That, to the Lord of battles, + with a ſigh, 
Thus ſpoke the ain of the clouds 1 
ann, a 
« Had TRov poſſeſs'd a hero like the Duke, 
« With ſuch a ſoul, and ſuch a fighting look, 
Our City had been fafe amidſt her wars, 


Go quickly, pull thy hat off to the Doux, 
And beg a leſſon from the Hzro's book.” 
Lord! as the Duke, where powder only flam'd 
Was ſo inſpir'd, ſo vaProus, and ſo hot; 
How had this Duke the ſons of battle ſham'd, 
Mid ſcenes of thunder, where they charg'd with/bd! 


Say too (and verily it was no joke) 


His C 
ſhich 
ee t00 
And 


Thus v 


ill R. 


day toe 
Ne ho 
Provin 
hat þ 
hus . 
Tho! 
Sha 
Who 
And { 
Lac 


Although ſo lofty on their cloud. capp'd tow r, W 
Such were the volumes of aſcending ſmoke, Thou 
Smutty as blackſmiths look'd the heav'nly Pow'ss; WA | ma 
And that the Max of fraw (a thought how bright: By p 
Flew up, and put their Gops Hips in a fright! « W 
Tell him, which probably may cauſe a {mile, 
0 at the diſtance of a mile, Ss LS 
Hs 7 
| 8 «PF 
* Julivs Cxsax was moſt r- at Bacsnor: | « 
+ Mass. f 
＋ It is reported, that a coloſſal figure, ſtuffed with ſtraw, i 
blown out of the hill, to give their Maxefties an adequate ider x1 
of the aſcent of ten thouſand men or ſo, a frequent event 6 «1 
grand fieges. It is moreover reported, that this ſtuffed f gur 
obtained a large portion of royal approbation. Indeed ] as N 
ſtrongly inclined to believe the ſtory.—It was = a new idea og 


LYRIC. EPISTLES, 1 


His GRACE, a ſkull that powder wants, can note; 
Thich, when it happens, let that ſkull beware) 
ee too a club with one diforder'd hair, 

And mark one ſpot of greaſe upon a coat, 


Thus war was Gothic, flovenly unchaſte, 
ill RicHMoND uſher'd in the morn of taſte ! 


Say too, that, for the honour of the nation, 

Ne hope to ſee a book on reputation, 

roving that puôlic vice ſhould bring no ſhame * 
hat private only damns a noble name, 


hus the poor Nvmer; too eaſy to contend, 
Who bluſhing fins in ſecret with a friend, 
Shall be a viler huſſey than the woman 
Who hangs her lips like cherries out for ſale, 
And ſhews her bofom's Hlies, to regale 


* Why: ſhould I fay all this unto the King?“ 


may unto thine embaſly give weight, : 
by putting great KIEN Lows into a fright, 


Who knows,” KieN Long may whine with rueful 
face, 
„ But all the rank and file are like His Gxacz— 
“Then ſhall I ſhake upon my ſapphire throne : 


E: 


May, like wild meteors, pour into mine Eaſt, 


ma And leave my palace neither ſtick nor ſtone; 
J * Like roaring lions ruſh to eat me up— 

45 * In Britain breakfaſt, and in China ſup.” 

1 * The Reader is deſired to aſl; Lord LAUDERDALE cancern- 
ed. 


vg this matter, 
Ta 


Lach grazing beaſt that offers—quite a Common, - 


Thou cryeſt, O MacarTNEY—Good: may ſpring 3 ' 


For troops like RicHmoND, that on valour feaſt, 
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With coaches juſt like gingerbread, ſo . 
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TO THE SHIP. 


O THOU, fo nicely painted, and ſo trim, 
Succeſs attend our Cougr's delightful whim ; 
And all thy gaudy gentlemen on board; 


- Amid the Afiatic world to ſhine, 
And greet of Chix the Imperial Lord. 


Methinks I view thee tow'ring at CAN rox: 
I hear each wide-mouth'd lalutation-gun ; ; 

I ſee thy ſtreamers wanton in the gale; 
I ſee the fallow natives crowd the ſhore, 
I ſee them tremble at thy royal roar; 

I ſee the very ManDarines turn pale. 


Pagodas of Nang- yang; and Chou-chin-chou, 
So lofty, to our trav'ling Britons bow; 
Bow, mountains ſky-enwrapp'd of Chin - chung: 
chan; 
Floods of Ming. ho, your thund'ring voices raiſe; 
Cuckoos of Ming-fou-you, exalt their praiſe, | 
With geeſe of Sou-chen-che, and Tang. ting: tan. 


O monkeys of Tou- fou, pray line the road, 
Hang by your tails, and all the branches load; 
Then grin applauſe upon the gaudy throng, 
And drop them honours as they paſs along. 


Frogs of Fou-fi, O croak from pools of green; 
Winne w ye butterflies, around the ſcene; 
Sing O be joyful, ev'ry yillage pig; 
| 227 | <>" nn, 04 ar 
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oats, ſheep, and oxen, thro? your paſtures prance ; 
e buffaloes and dromedaries, dance; 
And elephants, pray join th* unwieldy jig. 


| mark, I mark, along the duſty road, 

he glitt'ring coaches with their happy load, 

All proudly rolling to Pr-xix's fair town; 

And lo, arriv'd, I fee the Emp'ror ſtare, 

Deep marv'ling at a ſight ſo very rare 

And now, ye Gods! I ſee the E' ROR frown. 


And now I hear the lofty Emp'ror ſay, 

„Good folks, what is it that ye want, I pray?“ 
And now I hear aloud MACARTNEV cry, = 
*EMP'RoR, my CouRT,inform'd that you were rich, 
* Sublimely feeling a ſtrong money-itch, 

« Acroſs the eaſtern ocean bade me fly; 


„With tin, and blankets, O great King, to barter, 
And gimcracks rare for China- man and Tartar, 
* But preſents, preſents are the things we mean: 
* Some pretty diamonds to our gracious QUEEN, 

* Big as one's fiſt or ſo, or ſomewhat bigger, 
Would cut upon her petticoat a figure— ' 

A petticoat of whom each poet ſings, 

* That beams on birth-days for the Beſt of Kings. 


* Yes, preſents are the things we chiefly wiſh— 
* Theſe give not half the toil we find in trade.“ 

On which th' aſtoniſh'd Emp'ror cries, &“ Odsfiſh 
* Preſents |—preſent the rogues the baſtinade.“ 


Stern ReS0LUTION'S eye, that flaſh'd with fate, 
A danger cow'ring, wears a wither'd look ; 
Palſy'd his ſinewy arm, where vengeance fate, 
Whoſe graſp the rugged oak of ages ſhook— 
| His 
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His blood, ſo hot, grown ſuddenly ſo chill; 

Sunk from a torrent to the creeping rill. 

In ſhort, behold with dread MacarTwer ſtare; 

Behold him ſeiz'd, his ſeat of honour bare; 
The bamboo ſounds—alas no voice of Fauz: 

Stripp'd, ſchoolboy-like, and now I ſee his Train, 

I ſee their lily bottoms writhe with pain, 


And, like his Loxpshir 8, bluſh with blood aul 
ſhame. 


Ah! what avails the coat of ſcarlet dye, 
And collar blue, around their pretty necks! 
Ah! what the epaulettes, that roaſt the eye, 
And loyal buttans blazing with George Rex? 
Heav'ns! if KIEN LoNG reſolyes upon their ſtripping, 
Theſe are no taliſmans to ward a whipping. 


Now with a mock ſolemnity of face, 
I ſee the mighty Eme'ror gravely place 
Fools-caps on all the poor degraded men— 
And now I hear the ſolemn Eny'ror ſay, 
„ *Tis thus we Kings of China folly pay; 
“ Now, children, ye may all go home agen.” 


O beauteous veſſel, ſhould this prove the caſe, 
How in old England wilt thou ſhow thy face? 
I fear thy viſage will be wondrous long. 
Know, it may happen—Miniſters and Kings, 
Like common folk, are fallible—poor things: 
Too often ſanguine, and as often Wrong. 


Yet, if ſucceſsful, thou wilt be ador d 
Lo, like a Cheſhire cat our CourT will grin! 
How glad to find as many gems on board, 


As will not leave thee Igom to ſtick a pin! 


Ing, 


? 


ODES TO KIEN LONG, 
THE PRESENT EMPEROR, OF CHINA. 
with MD 
THE QUAKERS, 
4 Sy = 
TO 41 
DROWNED IN A BOWL OF PUNCH. 


ODE vo MACMANUS, TOWNSEND, axv JEALOUS, 
THE THIEF-TAKERS, 


TO CALIA—TO A PRETTY MILLINER. 
TO THE FLEAS OF TENERIFFE. 


TO SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON=—TO MY CANDLE, 
c. Cc. Sc. 


Ara Bago Jornow, &C.  AxAc&EON. 
“ Yes, let us ſtrike the lyre, and fing and rhyme ; 
« By far the wiſeſt way of ſpending time.” 
So ſays ANACREON, my dear Kisx Loxs ; 
Let Barra then, and Cpina, hear our Song. 


TO THE — 


EMPEROR OF CHINA. 


DEAR KTIEN LONG, 
AT length an' opportunity preſents itſelf for 
converſing with the ſecond PoTENTATE upon earth, 
GroROE THE TmirD being moſt undoubtedly. the 


firſt, although he never made verſes. Thy praiſes of 
MouxDzN, thy beautiful little Ode to TRA, &c. 


hy, 


«as : . 


have afforded me infinite delight; and to gain my 20 
3 - . 15 7 
plaudit, who am rather difficult to pleaſe, will, I 54 
aſſure thee, be a feather in thy imperial cap. J 1 
Principibus placuiſſe viris, non ultima laus eft. 7 

Wh 


Praiſe from a Bard of my poetic ſpirit, 
Proclaims indeed no ſmall degree of merit. 


Excuſe this piece of egotiſm—it is natural, and juſ- 
tified by the ſublimeſt authorities. What ſays 
V1RGIL ? 


« Tentanda via eft qua me quoque poſſim 
&« Tollere humo, victorgue virum volitare per ora.” 


% 


* 


What, likewiſe, Luck ETTUs ? 


&« VJaſignemque meo capiti petere ad — 
* Unde priut nulli velarunt tempora Muſe.” 


What, 


428 TO THE EMPEROR OF CHINA. 
What, alſo, Ovid ? 

% Jamque opus exegi,” &c. | 
What, moreover, Horacz ? 


© Exegi monumentum ere perennius,”” &c. 


What, Exx1vs ? 


% Nemo me lqcrumeis decoret nec ſunera fletu,”* &c. 


What, again, the great Father of Poetry, Hom, 

in his delightful Hymn, that ſome impudent Scho- 
haſts declare he never wrate ? 

ie 0 ppiy Evie 1040-5 AON 

Edd TwAirTar; x Ti» Tipreohe parſe ; 


Tu dg avne* cer Os xiw it TaTYAGETTT" 
Ta T&0% peroriovey ag ο Abidl. 
7 : | 


which, with a few preceding lines omitted in the 
quotation, I thus a little paraphraſtically and beauti- 
fully tranſlate : © 


Should Cur1osrTy at times enquire | 
Wuao ſtrikes with ſweeteſt art the Musz's lyre; ; 
This be thine anſwer—* A poor man, ſtark blind 
An aged minſtrel that at Cuios dwells, 
Who ſells and ſings his works, and fings and ſells, 
And leaves all other poets far behind.” 


So much for my profound learning in defence of 
egotiſm ; for where is the man. that does pot rank 
himſelf amongſt his own admirers ? 


3 . Now 
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Now to the point.— As LoD MAcARTNEV, with 
his moſt ſplendid retinue, is about to open a trade 
with thee, in the various articles of tin, blankets, 
woollen in general, &c. &c, in favour of the two 
Kingdoms; why might not a literary commerce take 
place between the GREAT KIEN Lons, and the no 
leſs celebrated PETER PIN DAR? thou art a man of 
rhymes—and ſo am I. Thou art a genius of uncom- 
mon verſatility—ſo am I. Thou art an enthuſiaſt to 
the Muſes—ſo am, I. Thou art a lover of novelty— 
ſo am I. Thou art an idolator of Royalty—ſo am I. 
With ſuch a congeniality of mind, in my God's name 
and thine, let us ſurpriſe the world with an inter- 
change of our lucubrations, both for its improvement 
and delight. And to ſhow thee that I am not a 
literary ſwindler, unable to repay thee for goods I 
may receive from thy Itnperial Majeſty, I now tranſ- 
mit ſpecimens of my talents, in Ode, Ballad, Elegy, 
Fable, and Epigram. 


I am, dear Kien Loxo, 
Thy humble Servant and brother Poet, 


| P. PINDAR. 
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ODE L 


PETER complimenteth Kizn LoxG on his poetical talent, and 
condemneth the want of taſte in Weſtern Kings. 


Dran Eur'ROR, PRINCE or PotTs, noble Barn, 
Thy brother PETER ſendeth thee a card, 

To ſay thou art an honour to the times 
Yes, PRT RR telleth thee, that for a King, 
Indeed a moſt extraordinary thing, 

Thou really makeſt very charming rhymes. 


Witneſs thy MoUx Den, “ which we all admire; 
Witneſs thy pretty little Ode to TEA, 

Compos'd when ſipping by thy Tartar fire; 
Witneſs thy many a madrigal and glee. 


Believe me, venerable, good KI EN Loxc, 
Vaſt is my pleaſure that the Muſe's ſong 
Divinely ſoundeth through thy Tartar groves ; 
Still greater, that the fr of Eaſtern Kings 
Should praiſe in rhyme the Tartar vales and ſprings, 
And pay a tuneful tribute to the Loves. 


Yet 
* A favourite City of the Emperor, 
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Vet how it hurts my claſſic ſoul, to find 
Some Weſtern Kings to poetry unkind ! k 
What though they want the ſkill to make a riddle, 
Charade, or rebus, or conundrum ; ſtill 
Thoſe Kings might ſhew towards them ſome good 
will, 


And nobly patroniſe Apollo s fiddle. 


But no the note is, How go ſheep a ſcore ? 
“What, what's the price of bullock ? how ſell 
 O— 
<« | want a boar, a boar, I want a boat ; 
I want a bull, a bull, I want a ram.” 
Whereas it ſhould be this—“ I want a oY 
& To cover lim with honour and reward.” 


Kings deem, ah me! a grunting herd of ſwine 

Companions ſweeter than the tuneful Nins ; 

Preferring to Famz's dome, a hog-ſtye's mire ; 
The roar of oxen to Apollo's lyre. 


«© Lord! is it pots ?”? I hear thee groan—- 
Kien Lons, tis true as thou art on thy throne: 
For ſouls like thine, tis natural to doubt it 
MACARTNEY can inform thee all about it. 


ODE 


obs ro KIEN Tone. 


ODE II. 


ore compliments. 1 to the EMPEROR — A Difſertation on 
| Txxonzs, and Kings and Queens A very proper attack 
on the French Revolutioniſts—The fate of poor Retxcios, 
prophefied-—Alfo, of his Holineſs the Poyz—More. run. 
tions on degraded RovyALTY. 


Tov art a ſecond Atlas, great Kitygg£ons ; 
Supporting half th* unwieldy globe, rong; 
But, Lord ! what pigmy ſouls to empire rife ; 
Unconfcious of its glorious frame, they ſleep— 

Now juſt like mice from pyramids that peep, 
Thinking a hole's a hole, WE it lies. 


FORTUNE has too much pow”! r in this fame world— 
Things are too often topfy- turvy hurl'd ! - 
A bug condemn'd to fly that ſcarce can crawl ; 
A maggot taken from his little nut, 
(There by the great AlA-wis E moſt wiſely put) 
To grovel ' midſt the grandeur of St. Paul! 


Unluckily moſt thrones are plae'd fo high, 
That Kings can ſcarce their loving ſubjects ſpy, 
Hopping beneath them, like ſo many crows ; 
Which ſubjects have in France been taking 
Great liberties in ladder-making, 
To get up nearer to the ropal noſe. 


Thus wrens ere long their pigmy pow'rs will try ; 
And, turning to the clouds their little eye, 

Aim to rel, by frequent daring flights, 

Their elder brothers of the ſkies, the Kites! 


Vor, II. Ff And 


7 
2 1 
4 
4 = " 
- » 


434 ODES TO KIEN LONG. 


And yet I hate a Fool. upon a throne— 
We have been happy hitherto, thank Goa; | 
How boys would burſt with laughter, ev'ry one, 
Were monkey-ichoolmaſters to hold the rod! 


Yet much more miſchief follows royal fools, 
As realms are on a larger ſcale than ſebool— 1 
Th* AMERICANS provide againſt all this: 

Which certain Gentlefolk take much amuls 


And then again, the wives of glorious Kingi, 
In generoſity, and ſuch-like things, | 
And temper mild, who well themſelves demem, 
Are for the ſubjef a rare happy matter; 
And let me ſay indeed, who fcorn to flatter, 
We Br1ToNs are moſt lucky i in a Queen. 


Of humbling their ſuperiors, folks ſeem fond 
And treating Monarchs as ſo many logs; 
Whereas it is in Courts, as in a pond, 
Some fiſh, ſome frogs. 


Thus do the rebel foes of Sovereigns cry, 
Rending with vile"difloyalty the ſky : 


hen will the lucky day be born that brings 
* A bridle for the inſolence of Kings? 
« Too ſſowly moves, alas! the loitering hour 
hen will thoſe TV RA Ns ceaſe to fancy Max 

« A fawning dog in Providence's plan, 

' < Ordain'dtolick the blood-ſtain'd rod of Po ac 


Kings have their faults undoubtedly, and many 


The man who contradicts me, is a ered os 
Some 
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Some rob, ſome kill, ſome cheat, ſome cringe and 
Curſt with an av'rice, ſome would ſhave an egg. 


And yet, with all their ſins, I drop a tear 
On what I'm daily forc'd to ſee and hear. 


Great is the change of late! ſuch horrid ſcenes, 
Such little rev'rence both for Kings and Queens! 
Thus cry the Frenchmen, ſeldom over-nice— 

« We want no SCEPTER'D PLUNDERERS of States; 
„Out with them—folly to maintain more cats 
“Than capable of catching mice, 


Death to their parafites—we'll have no more 

* Leeches that ſuck the heart's blood of the poor. 

& Down with Dukes, Earls, and Lords, thoſe Pagan 
„ 

« Falſe gods away with ſtars, and ſtrings, and 

„ croſſes!“ | 


The French are very wicked, I declare 
They raiſe upon one's head, one's very hair ; 
So much thoſe fellows Majeſty abuſe— 

Of Royalty the purple robe ſo grand, 
Which ſeizes the deep rev'rence of a land, 
They to a malkin turn, to wipe their ſhoes. 


Out with ſtate-pickpockets!” they cry aloud : 

© Death to the rav'nous eagles,” cries the crowd, 

- © That happy hover o'er a PzopLE's groan; 

Thieves, in the plunder of an empire dreſt; 

* FLATT'Ry's vile carrion flies, on Kings that fealt ; 
Rank bugs that ſhelter in the wood gf thrones ! 
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« The DusTMan in his cart that hourly flaves, 
« Drawn by an aſs, the partner of his toils, 

© How far ſuperior to thoſe titled knaves, 
In coaches glitt' ring with a kingdom's ſpoils * 


The old /i volo, that, with thund'ring ſound, 
Rous'd all the Provinces of France around, 
(And if great things we may compare to ſmall, 
Juſt like the boatſwain's whiſtle, that makes ſkiy 
The jovial fellows of a ſhip) 
This great sic voLo is not heard at all 


To humbler phraſes chang'd by ſome degrees; 
“With your good leave, Meſſicurs"—-* Sirs, if 2 
FR + pl eaſe. 5 


Yes, ſavage are the FRENCH to Kings and Quality 
Void of good manners, common hoſpitality— 
Barb' rous, they dog-like wiſh to pick their bones; 
Make juſt as much of Dukes as of a duck, 
(Nobility has therefore ſhocking luck) - 

And daſh an infant Prince again the ſtones. 
Thus butchers calmly tick a ſucking pig. 
And o'er a bleeding lambkin hum a jig. 


RzL1G10N: too is in a deep decline; 
Her vot'ries treated like a herd of ſwhhe ; 14 
- Rich relicks look'd upon as rotten lumber! 
Mh will be-canoniz'd for fright' ning devils, 
Tor bringing back loſt limbs, and curing erm, 
Scald heads, wry necks, and rickets e 
number, 8 


Without a draught, a bolus, or a bill, 
That of redoubted Doctors foil the kill! ? 


os - RI; | RELicloN, 


Is!” 


ad 
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RELIdiox, who in France, ſome years ago, 
Made in rich filks ſo wonderful a ſhow, 
So us'd with all the pride of curls to charm, 
I; now, poor ſoul, oblig'd to beg her bread, 
With ſcarce a cap or ribbon to her head, 
Or woollen petticoat to keep her warm, 


Yes, poor dear maid, I fear ſhe'll ſoon expire; 
Her whips demoliſh'd, and extinct her fire, 

Her pincers broken—ſnapp'd in twain her cleaver, 
That flogg'd, that burnt a ſinner to ſalvation, -- - 
Roaſting away the ſoul's adulteration, PI 

And chopp'd and pinch'd him to a true believer, 


No longer are her prieſts to be maintain'd= 
Thus is that horrid beaſt the Dey'l unthain' * 
That roaring bull at once his triumph ſhows: 
For, if not paid, what prieſts can prove their might, 
Fight the good fight, 
And, like ſtaunch bull-dogs, nail him by the noſe ? 


Dear and the DEv'L, the ſmutty rogue, and SIN, 
A pretty junto, are upon the grin; 

Hoping to fill the dark infernal hole, 

If all the prieſts refuſe to help a ſoul 

That moſt important conteſt then is o'er ; 

Pull Dxv'L, pull Pargon, will be ſeen no more, 


Yes, at her wounded pow'r RELIGION faints ; 
Alas! no more od bones ſhall make new Saints; 
No more ſhall Lent, lean lady, cry her fiſh; 

No more ſhall ſlices of the croſs be courted ; 
Deſpis'd the manger that our Lord ſupported, 
His ſacred pap-ſpoon, and the Virgin's, difh, 
[ES | | No 
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No abſolutions, like potatoes, ſold ; 

No purgatory-ſouls redeem'd by gold : + © 

No more in cloth of gold, and red- heel'd ſhoes, 
Bag-wig and ſword, a mob the Saviour“ views 
Sold no certificates of good behaviour, | 
To ſhow the Lord, the Virgin, and that Saviour. 


No more ſhall Mix AcLEs obtain applauſe, 

Laugh at old Tux, and break Dame NarTvar's 
| laws; 

No more dead herrings, fl ·d with life and motion, 

Leap from the frying-pan, and ſwim the ocean, 


Soon may this wicked Spirit ſteal to Rome, 
And poiſon ev*ry ſacred dome; 
Relicks be kick*d and mock'd by many a giber— 
The Pontiff to the very workhouſe brought, 
Or, what could never have been thought, 
Plump'd with his triple crown into the Tyber: 
There may we view him flound'ring wild about, 
With not a Sar he dubb'd to pull him out; 


The fair chaſte quills, from angel wings procur'd, 
Be turn'd to uſes not to be endur'd, 


To 


* Once a year this fine mummery is exhibited in France, and 


in other Romiſh countries. 


+ In ſome part of Ruſſia, narrow „ dine of paper, infirm of 
' a ribbon, conſecrated by the Biſhop, are ſold for about three- 
pence a piece, and bound about the heads of dying people. 
They are certificates of their good behaviour. The inſcription 
on each is as follows :—* To old God Almighty, to young God 
„ Almighty, and young God. Almighty's Mamma this i is to 
certify that che bearer hereof died a good Chriſtian.” 


T3? 


Mn, 
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To villain pens, inſtead of crow-quills cut, 
To draw lewd figures, and deliver ſmut : 


Melted the Church's ſacred plate to mugs, 


To candleſticks, to punch-ladles, and jugs ; | 


To porringers the pipes“ of ſacred tunes, 
And filver Chriſts to caniſters and ſpoons. 


Phials that held of ſaints the ſuffering ſighs, 
Seen by the dimmeſt of believing eyes, 

Lo, to the meaneſt offices ſhall fink— 
Hold aquafortis, or reviling ink | 


The VIxOIx's gowns and garters, ſtockings, ſhoes, 


Sold to her enemies, perhaps, the Jews— 


Her paint, curls, caps, hoop, gauzes, muſlin, lace, 


Sold to trick harlots for a rogue's embrace 
Now to diſloyal mongrels we return, 
That bark at Kings, and for confuſion bn 


How have our mighty Monarchs been brought down! 
Trod in the duſt, like ſome old wig, the Crown ! 
The Wzartrs—ſome confin'd in jails ſo dread; | 
Some ſhot—ſome poiſon'd with as much /ang-froid, 
As though the Mos had merely been employ'd 


To knock a thieving polecat on the head. 


In birth the PuBLI1c ſees no kind of merit / 

Think of the preſent equalizing ſpirit ! 
Amidſt the populace how rank it ſprings ! 

Nay, from the palaces the VIxR runs fly, 


While, boldly entering from their beaſtly ſtye, 


The vulgar Passloxs ruſh to pig with Kings + 


7 of the organs. 
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GREAT KING, thou never educateſt ſwine, 


And catch thy loyal ſubjects by the legs.— 


Nor doſt thou (Which ſome people may deem ſtrange) 


ODE II. 

The Pour fwectly reproveth the Eur kack for negledlag h 

turn a penny in an honeſt way, and demonſtrateth the inc, 

veniency of Generofity==proving that a mind on 2 ba 
ſcale may be productive of narrow circumſtances. 


Nor takeſt goſlins under thy tuition ; _ 
Nor-boardeſt by the week thy neighbour's kine, 


Like Pragaon's—that is, in a lean condition 6 
Nor doſt thou cut down palaces to pens, Is 
Nor ſendeft unto market cocks and hens; 

Nor to a butcher ſelleſt pork and beef: 1] 


Nor wool nor egg merchant, O King, art thou; 
Nor doſt thou watch the girl who milks the con, 
For fear the girl might ſip, and prove a thief; 

Nor ſetteſt traps to ſave thy fowls and eggs, 


Nor doft thou go a ſhopping, mighty King; 

I know that thou deſþi/e/ ſuch a thing; 
Yes, to expoſe ſuch meanneſs thou art loath: 

Thou ſcorn'ſt to pride thyfelf on buying cheap; 

And for fome trifle a huge pother keep, + 

An ounce of blackguard,* or a yard of cloth. 


Send Pages with a halfpenny for change; 
Amme . 


A coarſe ſnuff, emphatically ſo called. 


ODES TO KIEN LONG. 
Nor doſt thou (which would be a crying fin) 
Cheat of his dyes the Parſon of Pz-xi1N. 


Thy mind was form'd upon an ampler ſcale: 
Each thought is generoſity -a whale: 

Not a poor ſprat to dunghills to be hurl'd 
Thy ſoul a dome illum'd by GranDEuR's rays, . 
That o'er thy mighty empire caſts a blaze ; : 

A beacon to inform a world. 


But, ah! KIEN Lone? thou never wilt be _ 
If generoſity thy heart bewitch. 


What ſays Economy ? © Let ſubjects groan 
« Let MiskRxv's howl be muſic to thine ear— 
Ves, let the widow's and the orphan's tear 
Fall printleſs on thy heart as on a ſtone.” 


The ſouls of many Kings are vulgar entries, | 
With not a ruſhlight *nudſt the diſmal winding; 
A long, dark, dangerous, dreary way, pail find» 

ing— i 

HvrocRls v and Muaxx PSS the two ſentries. 


9 


AMBITION, that on riches caſts its eyes, 
Mounts on the tempeſt of a ProplLE's Abe! 


O Emp'ror, GEN EROSTTx's a fool— 
She wants advice from Saving Wispon' 8 en 


Lock at a ſmiling field of graſs: 

Nothing can eat it out, nor horſe nor als, 
Provided that you put, to ſpare the feaſt, 

A padlock on the mouth of ev'ry beaſt. 
Thus, muzzle but thy palace now and then, 
Thou wilt be wealthy among ſcepter'd men, 
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Invite not a whole MiLLion* to thine hunt: 
Thy purſe with ſuch a heayy weight would grunt, 
In England, when a King a deer unharbours, | 
The ſport a half a dozen butchers ſhare; 
Of ſmutty chimney-fweeps perchaunce a pair; 
With probably a brace or two of barbers. 


What though tis not quite royal-—-ſtill we bol 
Of gaining glorious fun with little coſt, 

The pocket is a very ſerious matter : 

Small beer allayeth thirſt—nay, ſimple water. 


The ſplendor of a chace, or feaſt, or ball, 
Though ſtrong, are paſſing, momentary rays 

The luſtre of a little hour—that's all ; 
While prove? with OY ſplendor blaze. 


ODE w. 


who chriſteneth himſelf the PogT of the PzorLE—He ad- 
viſeth the Emyzzor to actions never pradiſed by Kings I. 
it, or is it not, one e vein of happy irony ? 


G1ve nothing from thy privy purſe away, 
1 ſay e 
Nay, ſhould thy coffers. and thy bags run o eri 


: N * 
. | 4 . 
{ | 
by; 


* This is the number of the Emperor's attendants, in general 
at a hunt. 
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Give not to Hoſpitals—thy Name's enough ; 
To death-face Faminz, not a pinch of ſnuff; 
On WEALTH thy quarry, keep a falcon- view, 
And from thy very children ſteal their due, 


Shouldſt thou, in hunts, be tumbled from thy horſe, 
Unlucky, midſt ſome river's rapid courſe ; 

Though ſharp between helf and Death the ſtrife, 
Give not the Page a ſous that faves thy lite. 


Should Love allure thee to ſome FaIlR-ONE's arms, 
Who yields thee all the luxury of charms, 

And deluges thy panting heart with bliſſes; 
Take not a fixpence from thy groaning cheſt, 
To buy a ribbon for the fragrant breaſt 

That [well'd with all its ardour to thy kiſſes. 


Buy not a garland for her flowing hair; 

Buy not of mittens, or of gloves, a pair, | 
To ſhield her hands from froſt, or Suuuxk's ray; 

Buy not a bonnet to defend her face, 

Nor *kerchief to prote& each ſnowy grace, 
And deck her on ſome rural holiday: 

But ſuffer her in homely geer to pine, 

In ſimple elegance where others ſhine, 


Thou probably mayſt anſwer, with a groan, 

* What! give a vile contagion to the throne! 

* Perdition catch the wealth, in heaps that lies, 
* Whilſt trodden MRI lifts her aſking eyes! 


* That calf, ſhall gariſh OsTenTATION grin, 
* Deck'd by the ſweat of LABOVUR's ſun-burnt ſkin, 
* Poor cart- horſe, envy'd e' en his very oats ? 
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“ Heav'ns! ſhall this Mummer Os rx rArioN cry 

“ Roaſt in the fun, thou Mon, in aſhes lie; 
Mine be the guineas, Sl A vx, and thine the grau 

e Mine be the luxury of wine and oil; 

„ 'Thine, that I conde/cend to drink thy toil.” 

Ah! ſay'ſt thou thus?—dares honour this high pitch? 

Then, noble Eur' Ren, thou wilt ne'er be rich, 


Gold ſhould not gather in a ſubject's cheſt— 
The crew grows mutinous—it. cannot reſt ; 
It talketh of equality, indeed! 
No, let the Monarch's bags and coffers hold 
The flatt'ring, mighty, nay, all mighty gold; 
On this ſhall brawny Pow's his ſinews feed; 


Jovx's eagle near the throne, with eye of fire, 
The vengeance-bearer af the royal ire! 
Enrich the realm, SUBORDINATION dies 
Wealth gives a wing that daſbes at the ties, 


Bluſh not, though up to neck, to noſe, in gold, 
To let thy fav'rite Mandarine be told,  - 
“ The Emp'ror pants for money—hunt about: 
And ſhould thy Minifter, with impious breath, 
Say, © SIRE, we've ſquees'd the people nigh ta 
66 death” — 
Off with the villain? $ head, or (OY him out. 


'Tis pleaſant to look down. upon the hovel, 
And count the royal treaſure with a ſhovel / 
Pleaſant to mark the whites of wiſhing eyes, 


Grand, on their knees to ſee the million cow'r! 
Fate, 1 ſtary'd ſubmiſſion is the feaſt of POw'R. 


Pr? ythee, 


abs ro KIEN LONG-« 445 


Pr 'ythee, to Europe come, KIEN Lone; with ſpeed: 
We'll give thee much inſtruction on this head; 
Nay, ſome examples alſo ſhall be brought, 

Which beats a cold dry precept all to nought. 
Pazegrr's a pigmy, hectie, weak, and flight ; 
EXAMPLE is a giant in his might. 

Then, pr'ythee, to our Eugoes haſte to ſtare; 
Lo, Euroes ſhall produce thee ſuch @ Pair / 

A Paix'! to whom lean Av*rics is a fool, 
And means to take a leſſon from their ſchool. 


ODE V. 


PETER giveth an account of the expedition of Lord Macaxrxzv, 
and, contrary to the tenor of the preceding Ode, n 
recommendeth GNS y to the Eurzzos. 


KEN LONG, our GREAT GREAT PEOPLE, and 
_ *Squineg PiTT, | 
Fam'd through the univerſe for ſaving wit, 
Have heard uncommon tales about thy wealth ; 
And now a veſſel have they fitted out, 
Making for good Kw Lono a monſtrous rout, 
To trade, and beg, and aſtè about his health. 
This, to my ſimple and unconnying mind, ory 
Seems economical, and very kind! 
And now, great EMPERoR of China, ſay, 
What handſome things haft thou to give away? 


Accept 
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_-- ODES TO KIEN LONG 


Accept a proverb out of WisDom's ſchools - 
© Batbers firſt learn to ſhave, by ſhaving fools? 
PiTT ſhav'd our faces firſt, and made us grin- 
Next the poor French and now the hopeful Lay, 
Ambitious of the honour, ſeemeth mad, 
To try this razor's ale upon thy chin. 


Tnxx as a generous Prince we all regard; 
For ev'ry preſent; lo, returning double: 

*Tis therefore thought that thou wilt well reward 
The ſhip and Loxd MAcARTNEx for his trouble, 


And now to Groxck and CHARLOTTE what the 
preſents ? 

No humming-birds, we beg—no owls, no pheaſants; ; 

Such gifts will put the palace in a ſweat— _ 

For God's ſake ſend us nothing that can cat. 


« What gifts, [ wonder, will thy KIxd and Quan 
“ Send to KIExN Loxc ?” thou-crieſt, Not much, 
I ween; 

They can't afford it; they are very poor— — 
And though they thine in o fublice a ſtation, 
They are the poore/# people in the nation, 

So wide of Charity their neat * trap-door!!: 


Our King may ſend a dozen ke and hens; 
Perhaps a pig or two, of his own breeding; 
Perhaps a pair of turkeys from his pen, 
Perhaps a duck, of his own feeding— _ 


Or 


* Reader, this expreſſion i is —_— beautiful. The oof 


. ferret charities are generally the largeſt, and moſt acceptable to 
Goo. 
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Or poſſibly a half a dozen geeſe, 

Worth probably a half a crown a-piece ; 
And that he probably may deem 'enough.— 
Her gracious MaJjzsTyY may condeſcend 

Her precious compliments to ſend, 
Tack'd to a pound or two of ſnuff; 


The hiſtory of Strelitz too, perhaps ; 
A place that cuts a figure in the maps. 


Moſt mighty Eup'RoR, be not thou afraid 
That we ſhall generoſity upbraid : | 
Send heaps of a never heed the mea - 


ſure— | 
If palaces won't hold the precious "Wi 
Behold, the beſt of Queens and eke of Kings- 
Will build them barns to hold the treaſure. 


| know thy delicacy's ſuc hk 
Thou fancyeſt thou canſt food too much. ' 
But as I know the Great-ones of our Iſle, 

The very thought indeed would make them ſmile. 


Lord! couldſt thou ſend the Chineſe Empire o der, 
So hungry, we ſhould gape for more: 

Yes, couldſt thou pack the Chineſe Empire up, 
We'd make no more, on't than a China cup; 

Ev'n then My Lavy SCHWELLENBERG would bawl, 
“ Gote den de ſhabby fella—vat, dis all?“ 


Whales very rarely make a hearty me | 

Thus Princes an eternal hunger feel; 

Moreover, fond of good things gratis; 

Whoſe ſtomach's motto ſhould be, nunquam ſatis. 


Then 


448 OO WIKLEAM PENN; NATHAN, | 
Then load away with rarities the hip, _ 
And let us cry, She made a handfome trip 
But mind, no humming- birds, apes, owls, mackay; 
The dev'l take preſents that can way their jam. 
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| SieLiciTy, I dote upon thy tongue ; 
And thee, O white-rob'd TRUTH, Pre rer ene 
long; 

Fm fond too of that flaſhy kt Wer, 
Who ſkims earth, ſea; heav vn, hell, exiftence oe, 
To put the merry table in a roar, 

And ſhake the ſides with tavgh-convulſing fit. 


O yes! in ſweet StpLierty | glory— 
To her we owe a charming ittle tory. 
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WILLIAM PENN, NATHAN, 
Aaxy 
THE BAITILIFF. 
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AS well as I can recollect, 

It is a ſtory of fam'd WILLIAM Penv, 
By bailiffs oft beſet, without effect, | 
Like nurbers of our Lords and Gentlemen— 

— — : - WILLIAM 
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AND THE BAILIFF, x 449 


ViLLIAM had got a private hole to ſpy 
The folks who came with writs, or or * How d'ye 
cc do: 79 
poſſeſſing, too, a penetrating eye, 
Friends from his foes the Quaker quickly knew. 
A bailiff in diſguiſe one day, 
Though not diſguis'd to our friend WILL, 
ame, to W1LL's ſhoulder compliments to pay, 


ConceaPd, the catchpole thought, with wond*rous 
{kill: | a 


Boldly he knock'd at WILLIAu's door, 
Dreſt like a gentleman from top to' toe, 


A quick admittance, to be ſure— 
But no! 


Wii's fervant NATHAN, with a ſtrait-hair'd head, 
Unto the window gravely ſtalk'd, not ran— 

% Maſter at home?“ the Bailiff ſweetly ſaid 
Thou canſt not ſpeak to him,“ reply'd the Man, 


* What,” quoth the Bailiff, (won't he ſee me then?” 

« Nay,” ſnuffled NATHAN, let it not thus ſtrike 
cc thee ; . | 

* Know, e that WILLIAM PENN 


« Hath ſeen thee, but he doth not like thee.” 
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| TAKEN OUT OF A BOWL OF PUNCH, 
| : And 
| A 12323 net" "OR Hapf 
I H! poor intoxicated little knave, N. 
] Now ſenſeleſs, floating on the fragrant wave; Now 
| Why not content the cakes alone to munch? Now 
4 Dearly thou pay'ſt for buzzing round the bowl, N 
| | Loſt to the world, thou buſy ſweet-lipp'd ſoul 
+ Thus Death, as well as F ene dwells with Nov 
| Punch. Anc 
| | Anc 
1 Now let me take thee out, and moraliſe.— 


Thus 'tis with mortals, as it is with flies, 
For ever hankering after P.zasUrz's cup: 
Though Fark, with all his legions, be at hand, 


1 5 1 # 

„ — 
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I | The beaſts, the draught of Cixcx can't withſtand, * 
1 | But in goes every noſe—they. mu/t, will ſup. W 
3 | Mad are the Pass10Ns, as a colt untam'd ! 
bh When PRUDENCE mounts their backs, to ride Ye 
þ them mild, A 
* They fling, they ſnort, they n they riſe inſſam d, 1 
4 | ; Inſiſting on their own ſole will ſo wild. 1 
A Gadſbud 1 my buzzing friend, thou art not dead; 

The Fates, ſo kind, have not yet ſnipp'd thy thread; | 


By heav'ns, thou mov'ſt a leg, and now its brother, 
And kicking, lo, again thou moy'ſt another ! 


And now thy-little drunken eyes uncloſe ; 
And now thou feeleſt for thy little noſe, 
3 N And 
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TO A FLY, 451 


And, finding it, thou rubbeſt thy two hands; 
Much as to fay, I'm glad Pm here again.“ 

And well may'ſt thou rejoice—'tis very plain, 

That near wert thou to DzaTH's unſocial lands. 


And now thou rolleſt on thy back about, 
Happy to find thyfelf alive, no doubt— 
Now turneſt—on the table making rings ; 
Now crawling, forming a wet track, 
Now ſhaking the rich liquor from thy back, 
Now flutt' ring neQar froin thy filken wings: 


Now ſtanding on thy head, thy ſtrength to find, 
And poking out thy ſmall, long legs behind ; 
And now thy pinions doſt thou briſkly ply ; 
Preparing now to leave me—farewell, Fly! 


Go, join thy brothers on yon ſunny board, 
And rapture to thy family afford— 
There wilt thou meet a miſtreſs, or a wife, 
That ſaw thee, drunk, drop ſenſeleſs in the ſtream ; 
Who gave, perhaps, the wide-reſounding fcream, . 
And now fits groaning for thy precious life, 
Yes, go and carry comfort to thy friends, 
And wiſely tell them thy imprudence ends. 


Let buns and ſugar for the future charm ; 

Theſe will delight, and feed, and work no harm— 
Whilſt Puncn, the grinning merry imp of fin, 
Invites th' unwary wand'rer to a kiſs, . 
Smiles in his face, as though he meant him blifs, 

Then, like an alligator, drags him in. 
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0 THE 


FLEAS OF TENERIFFE. 


Þ} f. 
1 | 6c A 
_ Written in the Year 1768, at Santa Cavz, in company wit Ta 
4 a Son of the late Apmixat Boscawen, at the Houſe d | 
N | Mr. Macxskricx; a Merchant of that place. Wh; 
| F - ——— 
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Ye kc hopping natives of a hard, hard bed, 
Whoſe bones, perchaunce, may ache as well as ours 
O let us reſt in peace the weary head, 
T his night—the firſt we ventur'd to your bow 
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| 
4 Thick as a flock of ſtarlings on our ſkins, Ne 
* Ye turn at once to brown, the lily's white; 
| Ye ſtab us alſo, like ſo many pins— 
. SLEEP ſwears he can't come near us whilſt ye bite, by 
3 | In vain we preach—in vain the candle's ray 1 
| Broad flaſhes on the imps, for blood that itch- 
1 In vain we bruſh the buſy hoſts away ; 


Fearleſs, on other parts their thouſands pitch. 


And now I hear a hungry varlet cry, 
« Eat hearty, fleas—they're ſome outlandiſh men: 

* Fat ſtuff— no Spaniards, all fo lean and dry 
„Such charming ven'ſon ne'er can come agen 
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TO THE FLEAS or TENERIFFE, 453 


How ſhall we meet the morn? With ſhameful eyes! 
With nibbled hands, and eke with nibbled faces, 
Juſt like two turkey-eggs, we ſpeckled riſe, 


GRACES. 


What will the ſtately Nymph, Joanna,* fay ? 
How will the beauteous CATHERINA * ſtare! 
% Away, ye naſty Britons—foh | away,” 

In ſounds of horror will exclaim the Fair, 


What though we tell them twas MackzaRick's 4 
bed? 


fleas? 
Diſguſted will the Virgins turn the head; 
No more we kiſs their fingers on our knees. 


No more our groaning yerſes greet their hand; 
No more they liſten to our panting proſe ; 

No more beneath their window ſhall we ſtand, 
And ſerenade their beauties to repoſe, 


The Converſationi ] meet their end; 

The love inſpir'd Fandango warms no more; 
The laugh, the nod, the whiſper, will . ; 
The leer, the ſquint, the ſqueezes, all be o'er, 


But, O ye ruthleſs hoſts, an Arab train, 

Ye daring light-troops of that roving race, 

Know ye the ſtrangers whom with blood ye ſtain ? 
Know ye the yoyagers ye thus diſgrace ? 


* Young Spaniſh Ladies of the firſt faſhion, 


He is a principal man in the iſland, and much . 
At his Excellency's the ee 


Scorn'd by the Loves, and mock'd by all the 
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What though we ſwear twere all Mac KERRICK'S 


One 


= Ws _— 4 _— 
3 __—_— = — _ - 
=== =. : 7 
3 2 
- 


— — t7 

: 2 + 

— 4 — 

. — * = 
22 — => = 


1 
5 


*. 
71 
i : 
"2 
II 
* 
4 N 4 


pi 
j 
4 


Ln 


— © 4 - _ = 
W's ö TIE 


Na VRY 


N — 
— * * 
2 : x hy * 
. Da 

. — - ———— - — 


— 
— 


F 


PIR 
3 


—ͤ—U— ——8 


= . N — — 1 
— —— — — — ũ — —ä—ä—ä& — — 


r 


Lo, ſuch are we, freebooters, whom ye bite! 


454 TO THE FLEAS OF TENERIFFE, | 


One is a DocTos, of redoubted {kill, 
A Briton born, that dauntleſs deals in death; 

Who to the Weſtern IN D proceeds to kill, 
And, probably, of thouſands ſtop the breath: 


A BarD, whoſe wing of thought, and verſe of fire, 
Shall bid with wonder all PaRNAssus ſtart; 
A Baz, whole converſe MoxARcks ſhall admire, 
And, happy, learn his lofty Odes by heart. 


The other, lo, a pupil rare of Mags, 
A youth who kindles with a FaTaze's flame; 
Boscawen call'd, who fought a kingdom's war; 
And gave to Immortality a name. | 


Such is our Britiſſi Quality, O Fleas |— 
Then ſpare our tender ſkins this one, one night— 
To morrow eat MacKERRICK, if ye pleaſe, 


+ Part of this prophecy has been amply verified, 
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The preſent unnatural and fatal enmity ward thoſe beſt creatures in 

the world, Kindes and Quztns, putting our moſt AUGUST 

Cover more on their guard againſt evil machinations, by ſelecting 
Mr. Towxszxp, Mr. Macwanvus, and Mr. Jealous, the 

moſt accompliſhed T hief-takers upon earth, to watch over them as 

a Garde de corps; ſuch an important circumflance, ſo illumina- 

tive of the hiſtorical page, could not eſcape the eagle eye of the 

Lyric BarD, who, in conſequence, has addreſſed an Ode of praiſe 

and admonition to the three aforeſaid Gentlemen. 


„ 
TO 
Mes883 TOWNSEND, MACMANUS, anv JEALOUS, 


"THE, THIEF-TAKERS, AND ATTENDANTS ON MAJESTY. 


Ye friends to 3 GiBBeT, JosTICE Jail, 
And JusTice CarT's flow-moving tail, 

Accept the BAR 's ſincere congratulation— 
Ye glorious imps, of thiet-ſuppreſling ſpirit, 
Elected, for your moſt heroic merit 

The Guardians of the Rulers of the Nation, 


When BLoop, that enterpriſing chap, 
Attempted only on the crown a rape, 
Pale Hor Rok Tais'd her hands, and roll'd her 
eyes: 
But ſhould ſome knave, with fingers moſt unclean, 
Attempt to ſteal away our KI NG and Quzen, 
7 How would the Empire in diſorder riſe! 
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456. - ODE TO MESSRS. TOWNSEND, 


Juſt like the nations of the honey'd hive, | 
Who, if they loſe their Sov*nz1GN, never thriw, 


At midnight, lo, ſome knave might ſteal fo ſh, 


In filence, on the royal ſleepy eye, 
And, giving to his ſacrilege a looſe,” 


Bear off the mighty Monarch on his back, 


Juſt as fly Reynard, in his night attack, 
Bears from the farmer's yard a gentle gooſe, 


Ye glorious 8 O watch the Pair; 
We cannot ſuch a precious couple ſpare 
O, cat:- like, guard the door againſt Tow Paixz; 
Tom PaAINxE's an artful and rebellious dog, 
Swears that a ſacred throne is but a log, 
And Moxaxchs too expenſive to maintain. 


I 8 their Majeſties are in a fright; > 
I know they very badly ſleep at night: 
Tom Painz's indeed a moſt terrific word, 


A name of fear, that ſounds in ev'ry wind; 


A goblin damn'd, that haunts the royal mind; 
Of DauocLEs, the hair - ſuſpended ſword. 


Why ſhould our glorious Sov'reigns be unbleſt! 
Why by a paltry ſubject be diſtreſt? 
Is there no poiſon for Tow Pains ?—alas! 


Is there no halter for this knave of knaves ? 


Audacious fellow! lo, the Crown he braves, 
And calls the Kingdom a poor burden'd af. 


For this poor burden'd 4%, he ſwears he feels, 
And bids him litt, a regicide, his heels, 


What 


MACMANUS,' AND JEALOUS, 457 


What a bright thought 1 in Gzorce and * 
Who, to eſcape each wicked varlet, | 
And diſappoint Tou Paine's diſloyal crew, 
Fix'd on the brave Macmanus, EE 1 
LOUS, - | 
Delightful ren Ades fellows, 
To point out, ev'ry minute, who is who / 


To huſtle from before their noble Graces 
Raſcals with ill-logking deſigning faces, 
Where treaſon, murder, and ſedition, dwell ; 
To give the life of ev'ry Newgate wretch; 
To ſay who next the fatal cord ſhall ſtretch 
The ſweet Hiſtorians of the penſive cell. 


O with what joy felonious acts ye view! 

How pleas'd, a thief or highwayman to hunt! 
Bleſt as CoRNWALLIS, Tirroo to purſue; 

Bleſt as old Pu Ns“ RAM Brow, and Hy RRY PunT! 


How itch your fingers to entrap a thief ! 
How nimbly you purſue him with what ſoul 
Track him from baunt to haunt, to mercy- deaf, 
And drag at laſt the felon from his hole! 


Thus when a CHAMBERMAID a FLRA eſpies, 

How beats her heart what lightnings fill her eyes! 
To ſcize him, lo, her twinkling fingers ſpread, 
And ſtop his travels through the realm of bed. 


He hops—the eager damſel marks the jump; 
Now ſudden falls in thunder on his rump— 
She miſſes—off hops BLOODSUCKER again ; 
The nymph with wild alacrity purſues ; 
Now loſes fight of him, and now gets views, 
Whilſt all her trembling nerves with ardour ſtrain. 


Now 
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Poor ſighing Sus Ax quits th' important chace:— 


She brings that fool, the Million, tame to hand, | 


1586 ODE TO MESSRS. TOWNSEND, 
Now fairly tir'd, with melancholy face, 


Once more reſolv'd, ſhe brightens up her wits, 
And, furious, to her lovely fingers ſpitt— _ 
Thrice happy thought! yet, not to flatter, 
*Tis not the cleanlieſt trick in nature. 


Now in the blanket deep ſhe ſees him hide, 
Who, winking, fancieth Susan cannot ſee; 

Now Susan drags him forth, with victor pride, 
The culprit cruſheth ; and thus falls the Fuzz! I 


What pity *tis for this important nation, 
The Princes all have had their education 
What pounds on Gottingen were thrown away 
How had he moralis'd their youngling hearts, 
How had ye giv'n an inſight of the Arts, 
80 e Sirs, for ſov'reign ſway ! 


Connme' s pretty monitor for Kings; ; 
She teacheth moſt extraordinary things ; 
She keepeth ſubjects in their proper ſphere; 


To dance, to kneel, to proſtrate at command— 
A Kingdom is a Monarch's dancing bear. 

By means of this ſame humble capering beaſt, 

What royal thowmen fill their fobs, and feaſt ! 


O tell the world's great Maſters, not to /pare— 
A ſubject's murmur is beneath their care: 
When well accuſtom'd to the buſy throng, 
Flogging's a matter of mere ſport—a ſong. 


' MACMANUS, AND JEALOUS. 459 


All know the tale of BETTY and the B&--- | 
« You cruel b—h (a man was heard to ſay) 
« To ſerve poor creatures in that horrid way!“ 
« Lord, Sir!” quoth BRH T, turning on her heel, 
The eels are «us'd to it !'—ſo ſaying, 
And humming ga ira, continued flaying. 


O how I envy you each happy name ! 

Tims ſhall not eat the mountain of your fame; 
For thus myſelf your Epitaph ſhall write, 
And dare the vile old ſtone-eater to. bite. 


THE EPITAPH. 


Here lie three crimps of death, knock'd down by 


«PATE 5; 


Of JusTIcE the ſtaunch blood-hounds too, ſo. 


« keehg- 
„Who choak'd the little plund'rers of the State, 
* And, glorious, ſav'd a mighty King and Queen.“ 


Behold, the Guards, ſo diſappointed, mourn ! 
With jealouſy their glorious boſoms burn, 
To find by you, dread Sirs, uſurp'd their places: 
“ What! not the regiments of Death be truſted! 
„By Thief-takers, O Jeſu! to be ouſted! 
Thief. catchers Gardes de corps unto their 
ce Graces |! LEE 9 88 
Thus, thus exclaim the angry men in red, 
Who, with their ſwords and guns, may go to bed. 


Gods! 
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Oh, for minds-royal, what delightful food ! 


Sweet are of ſlight-hand BaRRN rox the tales; 


Laugh the loud world, and let it laugh again; 


460 ODE TO MESSRS, TOWNSEND, &c, 


Gods! how IT envy our great folk their joys ! 
Your tales of houſe-breakers, thoſe nightly curſes; 
Of heroes of the heath, St. Giles's boys ; 
Hiſt'ries of pocket-handkerchiefs and purſes ; 


Stories ſurpaſſing thoſe of Ropin Hoop. 


Of changeful Major Szurl. E, charming too! 
Delicious ſtory through each Hur x prevails, 
Full of inſtruction, pleaſant, ſage, and new. 


Hence the pure ſtreams of thieving ſcience flow, 
Which through your mouths to. $9Ping Monarchy 
go; | 
And an the royal gaze, ye greet 
With curious inſtruments, for robbing mete. 


Who would not wiſh to fee the gliding crook, 
With whom the purſes oft in filence ſtray? 
Who would not on the tools with rapture look, 
That from poſt-chaiſes ſnap the trunks away ? 


Who would not ope falſe dice, ingenious bones! 
A curious ſpeculation, worthy thrones. 


The Grear of 'WinDsox ſhall ſuch mirth diſdain, 
In days of yore, dull days, inſipid things, 
Kings truſted only to a PzoeLE's love; 
Put modern times in politics improve, 
And Bow-Rreet Runners are the ſhields of Kings, 


ODE 


[ 461 + | 


ODE To CELIA 


| lat” muſt own that thou art paſſing fair ; 

Love in thy ſmiles, and Juno in thy air : 
Yet, CxLIA, if with Gods I may be free, 

I think that Jove commits a ſort of fin, 

By ſtripping all the Graces to the ſkin, 
Merely to make a nonpareille of thee. 


c, thou knowelt too that thou art pleaſing z 
Moſt ſpider-like, the hearts of mortals ſeizing ; 
And what too maketh me confounded ſour, 
Thou knoweſt what I wiſh to hide, 
Which rather mortifies my pride, 
That I'm a ſimple fly, and in thy pow'r. 


When NaTuReE ſent thee blooming from above, 

She meant thee to ſupport the cauſe of Love— 
To keep alive a beautiful creation : 

Thy graces hoarded, girl, thou muſt be told, 

Are really like the ſordid Miszr's gold, 
Worthlels, for want of circulation. 


Behold! a guinea, by a proper uſe, 
Another pretty guinea will produce ; 
And thus, O peerleſs girl, thy beauty 
May bring thee cent. per cent. within the year; 
That is, another beauty may appear, 
If properly it minds its duty. 


Of wonder, lo, thou putteſt on the 9 
It ſeems a dark and intricate affair; 
Thou 
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462 ODE TO A PRETTY MILLINERũ. 


Thou wanteſt a good, able, ſound adviſer: 
Well, then, my dear, at once agree, 
As chamber-counſel to take me; 

I know none better qualified, nor wiſer, 


AN ODE 
ro 


A PRETTY MILLINER. 


O -NYMPH, with bandbox tripping on ſo ſweet, 

For Love's ſake, ſtay thoſe pretty tripping feet, 
Join'd to an ancle, form'd all hearts to ſteal— 

That ancle to the neateſt leg united, 

Perhaps—with which I ſhould be much delighted, 
For men by little matters gueſs a deal. 


Love lent thee lips, and lent that bloom "" VR 


But, deareſt Damſel, what can make them mine ? 
Heav'n reſts upon thoſe heaving hills of ſnow ; ; 
The faſcinating dimple in thy chin; 
In ſhort, thy charms without, and charms within, 

Speak, are they purchaſable ? aye, or no? 


Thou ſeeſt my ſoul wild ſtaring from my eyes; 
Let me not t burſt in ignorance, fair Maid— 
Why ſheweſt thou, O peerleſs Nymph, ſurpriſe? 

I am no wolf to eat thee—why afraid ? 


O could 


— 


ODE TO A PRETTY MILLINER. 463 


O could I gain by gold thoſe heav'nly charms! 
Could gold once give thee to my eager arms, 
Lo, into guineas would I coin my heart; 
Thoſe would I pour pell-mell into thy lap, 
With thee to wake to love, and then to nap, 


Then wake again—agan. to ſleep depart, 


All happy circled in thy arms of bliſs ; 

To ſnatch, with riot wild, % burning kiſs ; 
A kiſs (Ha thouſand kiſſes let me add 

Ten thouſand from thy unexhauſted mint, 
And then ten thouſand of my own imprint 


Speak, tempting Syren, to a ſwain ſtark mad. 


Heav'ns ! o'er thy cheek how deep the crimſon glows, 
And ſpreads upon thy breaſt of pureſt ſnows! 
Why mute, my Angel? thou difdain'ſt reply! 
'Sdeath ! what a cuckoo, what a rogue am I! 


O Nymph, ſo ſweet, forgive my wild defires ; 
That knave, thy bandbox, wak'd my lawleſs fires, 
Bade me ſuſpe& what CrHasTITY reveres :— 
What will wipe out th' affront, O Virgin, ſpeak, 
That fluſh'd the roſe of virtue on thy cheek, 
Chill'd thy young heart, and daſh'd thine eye with 
tears? 


Go, guard that honour which I deem'd departed 
O yield thy beauties to ſome ſwain kind- hearted, 
Whoſe ſoul congenial ſhall with thine unite, 

And Lovx allow no reſpite from delight. 


A MORAL 


FJ 


A MORAL AFTER. THOUGHT 


ON THE ABOVE, 


DEAR InxoceNcr, wht! er thou deign'ſt to dwell, 

The PLRASURESs ſport around thy ſimple cell; 
The ſong of Naruxk melts from grove to grove; 

Perpetual ſunſhine fits upon thy vale ; 

ConTznT and ruddy HEALTH thy hamlet hail, 
And Echo waits upon the voice of Love. 


But where—but where is ſcowling GviLT's abode? 

The ſpectred heath, and Danczr's cavern'd road; 
The ſhuffling-monſter treads with panting breath— 

The cloud-wrapp'd ſtorm infulting roars around, 

FzAr pales him at the thunder's awful ſound, 
He ſtares with horror on the of death. 


He calls on Dazxxzss with affright, . 
And bid her pour her deepeſt night ;\,. 
Her clouds impenetrable bring, 

And hide him with her raven wing! 


Are theſe the pictures? Then I need not muse, 
Nor gape, nor ponder which to chooſe: 

O IxNoCENCE, this inſtant Pm thy flave— 
What but the greateſt fo would be a knave ? 


5 


* 4 LYRIC 
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Fe A 
LYRIC EPISTLE. 
a rr ec 


SIR WILLIAM HAMILTON. 


OR WILLIAM! what, a new eſtate! 

| give thee joy of * Ganla's fate — 

More broken pans, more gods, more mugs ; 

More ſnivel bottles, jordans, and old jugs 

More ſaucepans, lamps, and 8 and ket- 
tles; 

In ſhort, all ſorts of culinary metals 


Lave not a duſt-hole unexplor'd ; 
domething ſhall riſe to be ador'd ; 

Search the old bedſteads and the rugs; 
Such things are ſacred—if, by chance, 
Amidſt the wood, thine eye, ſhould glance 
On a nice pair of antique bugs; 


Oh, in ſome box the curious vermin place, 
And let us Britons breed the Roman race ! 


Old nails, old knockers, and old ſhoes, 

Would much Dainzs BarrIiNeTON amuſe ; 

Old mats, old diſh«clouts, dripping-pans, and ſpits, 

Would prove delectable to other wits ; | 
Vol. II. R Gods 


* A newly- diſeovered town, ſiſter in misfortune to Hercula- 
kun, Pompeia, and Peſtum. , | 


4s » wvio pmoruns. 


Gods legs, and legs of old joint ſtools, 
Would raviſh all our antiquarian ſchools, 


Same rey'rend moth, with ne'er a wing, 
Would charm the * Knight of Soho-Squite: 
A headleſs flez would be a pretty thing, 
To make the King of Wonders ny 


A curl of ſome old Emp'ror's wig, | 
Or Nero's fiddle, *mid the flames of Rome, 
That gave ſo exquiſite a jig, 
Believe me, would be well worth fending home, 


Oh, if ſome lumping rarity of gold, 
Thy lucky lucky eyes by chance behold, _ 


Sent it to our good K*** and gracious in: Wha 
| No matter what th' inſcription—if there's none, W 
"Tis. all one! Wha 


Plain gold will pleaſe, as well as work'd, Iween— 
Much will the preſent their great eyes regale, | 
Let it but cut a figure i in the ſcale. 


Oh! could an earthquake ſhake down Warns, 

And cateh th? inhabitants and goods all napping, 
And then a thouſand years the ruin ſhade, 

' What fortunes would be quickly made 

What rare Muſzums from the rubbiſh riſe, 

Wapping antiquities to glad the eyes! 


How portraits of MoLL FLANDERS, HANNAH SNELL 
And Miſs D'Eox, thoſe heroines, would ſell! 
Canninc and Saas! 
How would the dilettanti of the nation 
Devour the prints with eyes of admiration ! 
And to their merits, Poets ſtrike their lyres! 
Sigs⸗ 
Sir Joſeph Banks: 


ro 518 wit Hamiiton, 487 
gn pots, with Old Blue Boars; and _ of Rags; 
Would from the proud poſſefſor draw ſuch brags! 
Red Lions, Crowns and Magpies, George the Third; 
The Cat and Gridiron, our moſt gracious Queen, 
With rapt'rous adoration would be ſeehi ; N 

They would, upon my word. 
duch would tranſport the people of hereafter, 
Though ſubjects now of merriment __ hunghter. 


2 a = — 5 


POSTSCRIPT (J6 Nei. 


HIST hat freſh ovens of Etrurian ware; 

What pretty jordans has my friend to ſpare ? 3 
What gods are ripe for digging up, O Knight? | 

What Britons, knowing in the Virts trade, 

Soon ag a grand diſcov'ry ſhall be made, 


Are near thee, gudgeon-like, prepar'd to bite? 3 


What brazen god, baptis'd with chamber-lye,* | 
for which the future connoiſſeurs may ſigh, | 
ls going into ground, with front ſublime? ? 

Hereafter to be warſhipp'd ſoon as ſeen ; 
A reſurrection rare, array'd in green, 

A downright ſatire upon Tims ; 
Who ſeems, a poox old fumbling fool, to dote; 
Taking S years to make a coat. 


H h 2 A whiſper 


* $i Waren Eee an odd antiquariza to, bent for kim; 
vho, when he. tumbles on a tolerable ſtatue, bathes him in 


wine, buries him, and, when rips for digging up, they proclaim 
a great diſcovery to be made, and out comes an antique for 
yuverſal W 


A whiſper—lock'd is the Muſæum door, 


. Pity thou couldſt not news of them obtain, 


For who would toil, and ſweat, and hoe the hill, 
| To find, perhaps, of knowledge a poor rill, 


| world as his oh Nam quod emis, poſſie dicere jure tuum. 


468 - LYRIC EPISTLES, c. 
From whence antiques were wont to ſtray; | thin 

Whoſe parents ne'er ſat eyes upon them more, 

80 much the little creatures loſt their way? 


And ſend the gods and godlings back again! 


Sir WiLLIAm, what's become of that ſame Monk, + 
From whoſe old corner-cupboard, or old trunk, 
Thine hiſt*ry iſſued about burning mountains? 


ON 


Who eaſily can buy the fountains ? 


O Knight of Naples, is it come to paſs, 
That thou haft left the gods of ſtore and braſs, 
To wed a deity of fleſh and blood? f? 

O lock the temple with thy ſtrongeſt key, 
For fear thy deity, a comely She, | 
Should one day ramble, in a frolic mood. 


For fince the idols of a youthful King, 
So very volatile indeed, take wing; 
If his, to wicked wand"rings can incline, _ 
Lord! who would anſwer, poor old Knight, for thine? 
| ä Tet 


— 
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* Some valuable antiques, not long fince, made their eſcape from L 
the Royal Muſzum, and travelled the Lord knows where. 

1 He lived in the neighbourhood of Veſuyius, and furniſhel 
the Knight with all his volcanic obſervations, which paſs on the 


; t It is really true the Knight is married to a beautiful virgin, 
whom he ſtyles his Grecian. Her attitudes are the moſt defireati; 
models for young artiſts, 


* 


TO CHLOE.. | 469 


Yet ſhould thy Grecian Goddeſs fly the fane, 
| think that we may catch her in Hedge-Lane. + 


"EP FSG A MM 
ON A STONE THROWN AT A 'FERY- GREAT MAN, 


vor WRICK MISSED HIM. 


Tax x no more of the hos eſcape of the 3 
From a flint ſo unluckily thrown— 

| think very diff rent, with thouſands indeed, 
'Twas a lucky eſcape for the Stone. 


TO CHLOE. 


Dran CHLOR, well I know the ſwain, 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain ; 
And who, alas! can blame him? 
Aﬀe& not, CyLos, a ſurpriſe : 
Look but a moment on theſe eyes, 
Thou'lt alk me not, to name him, 


} The reſort of the Cyprian corpa, an avenue mi into | 
Cockſpur-ſtreet. 


A 


oN 


Although they bought of wood a ſtubborn piece, 


Become a very decent Lord. 


* 
f 
| 


Hark, the wild uproar of the winds! and hark, 


Now blacken'd, and now. flafning through ber ſkies. 


ts L 4 a 
ON 4 NEW-MADE 10k 
Tur Carpenters of ancient Greece, 


Not fit to make a block yet, very odd! 
No loſers were the men of chipping trade, 


Becauſe of this fame ſtubborn. ſtuff they made 
A damn'd good God! 


Thus, of the Lower Houle, a ſtupid wretch, 
Whoſe mind to A, B, C, can ſcarcely ſtretch, 
Shall, by a Monarchs 75 1 Wort, 


TO MY CANDLE 
7 HOU lone companion of the ſpectred night, 


I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 
Io ſteal a precious hour from lifeleſs fleep— 


HELI's genius roams the regions of the dark, 
And ſwells the thund'ring horrors of the Dezr. 


From cloud to cloud the pale moon hutrying flies; 


But all is filence here—beneath thy beam, 
FE own I labour for the voice of praiſe— 
For who would fink in dull Opzavon's ſtream ? 
Who would not live in ſongs of diſtant days ? 


T but 


| ro uy CaxDLE. 471 
Thus while 1 wond'ring pauſe &'er SHAKsPPARE'S 


page, 
I mark, in viſions of delight, the S402, 
High o'er the wives of man, who ſtands ſub- 
lime; 
A Coluu in the wahgcboly Waſte, 
(ls cities humbled, and its glories paſt) | 
Majeſtic, mid the ſolitude of Time. 
Yet now to ſadneſs let me yield the hour 
Yes, let the tears of pureſt friendſhip ſhow'r: 
| view, alas | what ne er ſhould die, 
A form, that wakes my deepeſt ſigh ; 
A form that feels of Death the leaden ſleep 
Deſcending to the realms of ſhade, 
| view a pale-ey'd panting Maid; 
I ſee the Virtues o'er their fav'rite weep: 


kh! could the Musz's ſimple pray'r 

Command the envied trump of Faux, 
0zL1vion ſhould ELIZ A ſpare : 

A world ſhould echo with her name. 
Art thou departing too, my trembling friend? 
Ah! draws thy little luſtre to its end ? 

Yes, on thy frame, FaTz too ſhall fix her ſeal— 
0 let me, penſive, watch thy pale decay; 
How faſt that frame, ſo tender, wears away ! 

How faſt thy life the reſtleſs minutes ſteal ! 


a 


How flender now, alas! thy thread of fire! 
Ah, falling, falling, ready to expire ! 
In vain thy ſtruggles—all will ſpon be o' er 
At 


472 | 'TO,-MY.- CANDLE. 

At life thou ſnatcheſt with an eager leap: 

Now round I ſee thy flame fo feeble creep, 
Faint, leſs'ning, quiv'ring, gin ring now 15 

A. Abe Jong! 

Thus ſhall the ſuns of Science ſink away, 


And thus of Beauty fade the faireſt flow'r— 
For where's the GIANT who to TIME ſhall ſay, 


6 Deſtructive tyrant, I arreſt thy pow'r!“ 


6 £0 2.04 eee SORTICAL 


A POETICAL, SERIOUS, 


AND POSSIBLY IMPERTINENT, 
EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 


ALSO, 


A PAIR OF ODES TO HIS HOLINESS, 


* 


ON HIS KEEPING A DISORDERLY HOUSE 3 


WITH 


A PRETTY LITTLE ODE TO INNOCENCE. 


—— —— 
Paulo majora canamus. Vis. 


To Kings and Courtiers we have chirrup'd long 
Muſe, give we now his Holixzss a Song. 


* 

7 5 
* v 
* 


Ly 


PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 


a A CAT may look upon a King ;** 1 
So ſays the proverb! and the proverb's right; * 
For Monarch now is prov'd a human thing, 
Although it lifts its noſe to ſuch a height. 
The Lord's anointed is an antique phraſe, 
Left out by Dictionaries of our days. | 
King-niaking unto man is juſtly giv*n— 
Once the great perquiſite indeed of Heav'n. 
I fay, a Cat may look upon 4 King— 
But foreign Potentates fay, No ſuch thing.“ 
S1ctu1a's King, replete with right divine, 
Thinks he may hunt his ſubjects like his fwine z 
And other Continental Kings, beſide, 
For glory and blood-royal all agog, 
Think they may hunt a ſubje@ like a hog : 
This mortifies of us ſmall rogues the pride. 
What hurts me more, and both my eyes expands; 
And lifts with horror from my head, my wig, 
Thoſe birth-puff'd Kings of foreign lands, 
To common Chriſtians, have preferr'd the Pig! 


A dead pig, to be fare, is better eating 

Than a dead chriſtian—handſomer for treating : 
But both alive=how diff' rent in their nature 
Man ſurely, is the much ſublimer creature. 


Since Cats may look upon a King, 1 hope, 
A Bard may write a letter to a Pope, | 
| | Though 


476 _ PROLOGUE TO THE EPISTLE. 


Though hand and glove with Heav' Na der 
connexion | 
Who deals for ſouls, ſalvations from his FOR | 
As from their ſhops, green-grocers, for the palate, 
Deal garden-ſtuff of all complexion ; 
And ſells a good ſnug ſeat amidſt the ſkies, 
Io any wicked Gentleman that dies; 
As unto John, Sir Will, my Lord, his Grace, 
Great Madam ScwHELLENBERGEN gives a place; 
A cook-like Dame, who underſtands place-carving, 
And faves Such worthy families from ſtarving. 


So much for Prologue to my Porr 8 Epiſtle; 0 
To which his Holineſs may cry, Go—whiſtle.” 
Perchance his Holineſs may alſo add, 

x take me, PETER, if you ar'n't too bad: 
cc Dare fix thine impious foot on my Jdominzons, 15 
6 PII pay thee for epiſtles and opinions.” 

Well then, ſince things are band fide ſo, 
And DaNnGER with his poniard lurks at Rome, 
PII not ſet off to kiſs your Worſhip's toe; 

But wave the glory, and remain at home. 


A POETICAL, 


A POETICAL, sERIOUs, 


AND POSSIBLY IMPERTIN ENT. 


EPISTLE TO THE POPE. 


Wu FRANCE, for freedom mad, invades thy. 
rights, 

And pours her millions o'er the world, like mites 3 

Knacks the poor growling German o'er the ſnout, 


Gives poor SARDINIA's MoNARCH a black eye, 
And makes the Nimrod Kine of NaeLes cry; 
What's worſe too, threatens poor LogeTTo0's ſhrine, 
Where the good Virgin goes each day fo * fine, 
Threatens to tear the muſlin from her head, 

And put the + cap of flannel in its ſtead ; 


Prince of ſalvation, Peter's heir, the Pops ? 

O thou, the true deſcendant of Saint Peter, : 
In very anger, lo, I pen this metre ! x 

There was a time when Popes behav'd with ſpirit— 

But nought, fave indolence, doſt thou inherit. 


Go, 


+ She lus «defy fav every day in the year 
} The cap of Liberty. 


And threatens hard the man of cheeſe and grout; | 


Where is th* Almighty's Man, the Church's hope, 
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478 '  EPISTLE TO THE POPE, 

Go, ope thy churches, convents, all thy chapels, | 
Since Atheiſm with the true Religion grapples; 
Think of thy Anceſtors ſa great of yore, 

And bid thy noble Bull as uſual roar ; 


They whoſe ſtern looks. could make an Emp ror 
cow'r, 

And Kings like ee ſhudder at their pot. 

Moſt dangerous are the times ſcorn to flatter— 

Then ope thy cataraQs of holy water; 

Gather thy crucifixes, wood, braſs, ſtanes ; 

Bid the dark catacombs diſgorge their bones ; 

Create new. regiments af Saints for fight ; 

And chace the gathering gloom of Pagan night. 

| See * France againſt her RIHT TUI. Lond, rebel! 

And ſee! her SaTan baniſh'd from his hell! 


Bind wretch ! now juſtly ſuff' ring f for her evil! 


For what are States, without a Kina and Devil? 


A pair fo ſweetly ſuited to controul | 

Th” infurgent body, one; and one, the foul. 
Ta thee (thy flaves) the Miracles belong; 
As Muſic waits on Lavy Maxy's tongue, 
Humility on K, void of art; 

' As melting mercy hangs on B. heart, 
If marvels by thine anceſtors were do 


Why not perform'd, in God's name, by the ſon ? 
As BRCKET, that good Saint, ſublimely rode, 


Thoughtleſs of inſult, through the town of STROVE, 


What did the Mob ?—Attack'd his horſe's rump, | 


And cut the tail ſo flowing, to the ſtump: 


What 


* The Author does not mean to treat with unfeeling ridicule 
the fate of the unfortunate Lovis, but merely to notice the 


extinction of Monarchy and % in - + 
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What does the Sant —-Quech he, Fer this vile 
* trick, 
« The town of STRODE ſhall heartily be ſick,”? 
And lo, by pow'r divine a curſe ptevails! 
The babes of STRODE are bara with horſes tails! 


Lodg'd in the talans of a famiſh'd kite, 
And juſt about ta bid the world good night, 
A gentle Goſlin on SAN THOMAS calld! 
At once the feather'd Tyrant look'd appall'd; 
Sudden his iron claw grew nerveleſa, looſe, 
And dropp'd the ſweet believing Babe of Goaſe. 
Such was the pow'r of Saints, though Good and 
rotten, 
By thee (one verily would think) 8 : 
Then, prithee, do at once thy beſt endeavour, 
As all the Saints are wonderful as ever. 
Saint Dunsran can'd the DzviL, the ſtory goes, 
And pinch'd with red-hot. tonge the Inz's black 
| noſe 
In vain he ſwore, and roar'd, and Janc'd about 
Sore was his back, and roaſted was his ſnout. 
The pow'r he boaſted, to his bones are giv'n: 
Such is the gift of Sa1xTs, when lodg'd in Heav'n. 


Hear with what blaſphemy this Fa ancz behaves ! 
* Rome, I deſpiſe thee: all thy Popes are knaves 
Thy Cardinals and Prieſts the earth encumber 
% Avaunt the Saints, and all ſuch holy lumber! 
Chop off their heads; away the legs and toes: 
% Away the Weader-wu king tooth and noſe: 
% Away the wonder-working eyes and tears, 
* The vile impoſture of a thouſand years! | 

"=; S 
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<. Calves heads, pigs pettitoes, perform as well, , 
bi * from the dead, and plagues and devils 


56 expel. 5 Fu 
5 Saint a hc no longer is divine— 


e The wiſe Pariſians mock her worm-gnaw'd ſhrine; | 


* Whoſe-coflin planks that could ſuch awe. inſpire, 
May go to light the kitchen-wench's fire. 
„ Saint Jail, Saint Whip, Saint Gujllotiie, Saint 
„ Rope, 
“ Poſſeſs (we think) more virtue Mi the Pors.' 
% My woolcomber, my fadler, and my hatter, 
ll more Saint Blaize, Saint James, Saint Fans 
,_ + 216. ayer 1 
My carpenter, my farrier, and my furrier, 
ö fiſnmonger, my butcher, baker, currier, 
« And eke a hundred trades beſides, no more 
« Bow to thoſe marvel-mongers, and adore. * 
“Hang me,” the Barber cries, © if Pm the fool 
To trim for nought the Virgin Mary' s poll!“ 
<« Burn me,” cries Criſpin, if I don't refuſe 
To find the gentlewoman in her ſhoes !” 
<« Curſe me,” the Mercer*ries, “ if I give gowns, 
% To be "the e e of all our towns!“ 
% Damn me, the Hoſier roars, « if 'tis not ſhock- 
a ing, 
« That! ſhould ; give the woman's Fo a ſtocking !” 


ec And why,” the linen man exclaims, * ba pox, ' 
* Should I, forſooth, be forc'd to find her ſmocks?”- 
« No more ſhall bumpkins near the altar place 


&« Fair veal and mutton, for th' Almighty's grace; 


3 | 0 | Yee" "ox Ane ; 


* Every trade has its Saints, 


7 


88 
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« Grace to inereaſe the loves of bulls and rams, 
« And make more families of calves and lambs ; 


« No more ſhall capons too for grace be ſwapp'd, 
« By prieſts ador'd, and in a twinkling ſnapp'd. 


« My bumpkins, once ſuch fools, think wiſer now, | 


That God without their aid can bleſs the cow, 

« With due fertility the poultry keep, 

% And kindle love ſufficient for the ſheep. 

« On their paſt folly with amaze they ſtare, 

And mock thefolemn mummery of pray'r. 

« No. more on ANTHowy's once hallow'd feaſt 

„The hotſe and aſs ſhall travel, to be bleſt; 

No more ſhall Hopce's prong and ſhovel ſtart, 

« Boot, ſaddle, bridle, wheelbarrow, and cart ; 

« No more in Lent ſhall wiſer Frenchmen ſtarve, 

While God affords them a good fowl to carve. 

Away with faſts—a fool could only hatch em 

« Frenchmen, eat fowls, wherever you can catch%em. 

Let not the fear of hell your jaws controul— 

A capon (truſt me) never damn'd a ſoul. 

« Heav'n kindly ſends to man the things man 
“ chooſes; 

“ And he's an impious D450 who refuſes. 

% Melt all the bells to cannon with their grace; 

« And, *ſtead of Demons, let them Auſtrians chace. 

% Away with relics, holy water, oils, 

« At which CREDULITY herſelf recoils ! 

„Lo, KELLERMAN's and CusrIxx's gun-clad pow'r 

„Will do more wonders with their iron ſhow'r, 

Than all the Saints and croſſes of the nation, 

Since Saints and croſſes grew a fooliſh faſhion. 

Let crucibles and crucifixes join, 

* And ſilver Saints perform their feats in coin; 
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2 Strike me that purgatory from our creed 
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Make a good rubber of the Virgin's wig | 
Out with her ear. rings, and the Dame unrig; ; 
„Sell off her gowns and petticoats of gold; 

* A piece of timber need not fear the cold. 

« Out with the Prieſts, to luſt's wild frenzy fed, 
Who put the bridegroom and the bride to bed; 
* One eye to Heav'n with ſanctity apply d, 
The other leering on the bluſhful Bride; 
Who loads her in hot fancy with careſſes, 

* And cuckolds the poor brigeggom as he bleſſes 
<< Periſh the maſſes for a burning ſoul, 

© That never yet extinguiſh'd half a coal! 
LNᷓNo more for ſins let pilgrims viſit Rome 
© Th' Almighty can forgive a rogue at home. 


% Fleav'n wants not fire to clarify the dead. 

« Break me old Janvar1vs's bottle; 

« And let Contempt the old impoſtor throttle! 

« A truce to pray'rs for Saints in Heav'n to hear— 

© *Tis idle—ſince not one of them is there. 

«© Away with benedidtions—canting matter 

A horſepond is as Fog as holy water. 

e Unveil the Nuns, and % fu make their charms; 

% And let their priſon be a Lover's arms. 

] ſcout your Porter PzTER and his keys, 

< That ope to ev'ry rogue a Pops ſhall pleaſe. 

* Ayaunt the inſtitutions that en/lave / 

„ The man who thought of marriage was a knave; 

* Rais'd a huge cannon againſt human bliſs, 

«© And ſpowd that firſt of joys, the rapt'rous kiſs; 

* Delicious novelty from BzeavTy drove, 

a And 3 the So ſtate * ten of Lovr; 
e 


* 


) - 
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« To diſcord turning what had chr d the ear: 
« Converting Burgundy to four ſmall-beer. 

« Thus from his bright domain a Sun is hurl'd, 

« To gild a pin-hole, that ſhould light a world. 


„ Exulting Rzasown from her bondage ſprings, 


66 Claims Hear'n's wide range, and ſpreads her ea. 
* gle wings; | 

« While SUPERSTITION, lodg'd with bats atid owls, 

„With Hon ron, and the mam. ow. 

Thus criethiFrancs! | | 


Thus In#I1DELITY walks bold abroad, 


And, *ſtead of Fairn, the Cherub, fee a toad. 4 
Such is th” impiety of Fxance, alas! 

And ſhall ſuch blaſphemy unpuniſh'd pals? . 

No! for the honour of RRLIOIoN, riſe, 

And flaſh conviction on their miſcreant eyes. 
The French are devils—devils—downright devils! 
In heavenly wheat, accurs'd deſtructive weevils ! 
Abominations ! atheiſts, to a man; 

Rogues that convert the fineſt flour to bran ; : 

In Viez's drunken cup for ever guzzling ; ; 

juſt like the hogs in mud uncleanly nuzzling. 

I know the raſcals have a ſin in petto, 

To rob the holy Lady of Loretto; _ 
Attack her temple with their guns, fo warriſh, 
And thruſt the Gentlewoman on the pariſh— 

A Lady all ſo graceful, gay, and rich, 

With gems and wonders lodg'd in every ſtitch. 
Heir of SainT Par EA, kindle then thine ire, 

And bid France feel thy apoſtolic fire; 

Think of the quantity of ſaered wood 


Thy treaſures can launch into the flood; 


li 2 What 
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What ſhips the holy manger can create; 1 Loads 
At leaſt a dozen of the largeſt rat - of m 
And, lo, enough of ſweet SAINT MARTHA $ hair, Whe! 
To rig this dozen mighty ſhips of war. 
Our Saviovs's pap-ſpoon, that a world adores, | 
Would make a hundred thouſand pair of oars, 
Gather the ſtones that knock d down poor Aan 

9 STEPHEN, 
And fling at Frenchmen in the name of Heav'n; 
Bring forth the thouſands oh SAINT CATHERINE's 
nails, 
That ev'ry convent, church! and chapel bath 
For ſtorms, uncork the bottled ſighs of Martyrs, 
And blow. the rogues to earth's remoteſt quai. 
ters. | 
Such relics, of good mother Chunxcn the ks. 
How would they currycomb a Frenchman's hide 


Son of the Church, again I ſay, ariſe, 8 
And flaſh new marvels in their ſinner eyes; 3 
With teeth and jawbones on thy holy back, _ 
Thumbs, fingers, knucklebones, to fill a fack ; 10 
With joints of rump and loins, and heels and % 
| toes, 5 
Begin thy march, and meet thy! atheiſt foes ; A 
Struck. with a panic ſhall the villains leap, 7 
And fly thy preſence, like a flock of ſheep. 1 


Thus ſhall the Rebels to RELIOIoN yield, 
And thou with holy triumph keep the held. 


Thus in Jamaica, once upon a time, | 
(Ah! well remember'd by the man of rhyme!) -. 
QuaKo, high prieſt of all the Negro nation, 
And full of Negro faith in conjuration, ++ 

* Jn Loaded 
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Loaded his jackaſs deep with wonder-bags 
Of monkeys teeth, glaſs, horſe-hair, and red * rags ; 
When forth they match'd—a goodly, ſolemn pace, 
To pour deſtruction on the Chriſtian race; 
To ſend the huſbands to th” infernal ſhades, 
Hug their dear wives, and raviſh the fair maids ; 
To bring God Munuso Jumso into vogue, 
And ſanctify the names of wh and rogue | 
By Fox TUNE's'fogt þehold the ſcheme disjointed ; 
And, lo, the BLAG ArosThe,. diſappointed | + 
But mark! this difffrence, to the world's ſurpriſe, 
Between your HoLiness and QUax0 lies :;— 
Oer FRANCE (no more an unbelieving foe, 
Who bought their relics, and ador'd thy toe) 
Divine dominion ſhalt thou ſtretch, O Porz, 
While luckleſs Quaxo only ſtretch'd—a rope. 


Where is the Prieſt that cannot curſe a rat, 
A weaſel, locuſt, graſshopper, and gnat ?— 
lt journeymen can curſe the reptile clan, 
The maſter certainly can curſe a man. 
Father of Miracles, then ſtir thy ſtumps, 
And break the legs of Sur, that takes ſuch jumps; 
Fall not upon thy face, and cur- like yelp; 
And, panting, panic-ſtricken, cry—** God help!“ 
To ſhow that pray'r alone will not avail, 
The Muſe ſhall finiſh with a well-known tale. 


* Theſe little bags are called by the Negroes, Ol, . are 
ſuppoſed to be pollefſed of great witchcraft virtugs, 
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THE WAGGONER AND JVUPITER. | 


A LUCKLESS. waggon roll'd into a flough— 

oy ſcrateh'd his head, and growl'd, and knit his | 

+ „ 

. * * But what avail'd it alt the waggon 17. 
"Now Crov imagin' d, like an idle lout, 


A pray'r or two might help the pris ner out; 
Then unto Jurrræx he howPFd away. 


How now} you lazylubber |! P cry'd the God 

« Clap to the wheel your Boulder,! Maſter CLop; 

« And (mind me) let your horſes be well lag d 
CLod took th advice, exerted all his ſtrength: 


The waggon mov d, and mov'd ; and, lo, at length, 
 Forc'd from the quagmire, on again it jogs d. 


Such is the fmple tale, O man of God! 

Go thou, and imitate the bumpkin Cx op. 
I do not call your HoLinzss a Aber; 

But let me tell thee, in an eaſy Ways 

Contrive with {kill this game of Saints to play ; 
Thow'lt beat thy anceſtors, and win the rubber, 
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ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READ ER. 


Fuſt as I had finiſhed my Epiſile, it firuck me that hit Holineſs 
kept a bad houſe at Name Mur welling Reader, nothing lefa than =© 
a large B-wdy Houſe, from which he derives an immenfity of 
impure emolument : {fo that this great Son of the Church, God's 

Vicegerent on earihy taxes female fleſh, winks at fornication, and 

conſequently prom ates the conſe of e on it a great 

Sucefor of the Apoſtolic PaTER.. * this 4 r 

probably the Bone, Woed, and Metal. Condudors 8 like . 
the Ele&ric Machine in foul weather, will not anſwer ſo well; | 

and conſequently a tiſappointment may attend the experiments. The 
Bard, therefore, wiſhing the Moral Hemiſphere to be as clear as 


Poſſible, very properly addreſſes a pair of reprimanding Oder to 
his Holineſs on the occaſion, in Janguine hopes of a reformation. . 


4 - — 


ODE I. 


LII me confeſs that Beauty is delicious: 

To claſp it in our arms, is nice but vicious: 

That is to ſay, unlawful hugs — careſſes | 

Which want thoſe bonds which God Almightybleſſes. 

| do not ſay that we ſhould not embrace : 

We may—bug then it ſhould be done with grace : 

The fleſh ſhould ſcarce be thought of—there's the 
merit :, / | 


Sweet are the palpitations of the ſpirit! 


Pure 
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Pure are indeed the kiſſes of th* upright; 
So ſimple, mesk, and ſanctified, and light! 


Good men ſo Jaftly preſs the virgin lip! 
But wicked man! what does he, carnal wretch, 


With all his horſe-like paſſions on full ſtretch? Fu 

The mouth, ſweet cup of kiſſes, ſcorns to fi | 
But with the ſpicy nectar waxing warm, | 
The knave gets drunk upon the pouting charm; 

Seizes the damſel round the waiſt ſo handy; | BI 
And, as I've ſaid before, gets drank, the beaſt, . A 
Like aldermen, the guttlers at a feaſt: 

For ladies! lips are cherries ſteep'd in brandy, . * 


The flaxen ringlets, and the ſwelling breaſt ; 
The cheek of bloom; the lip, delightful neſt | 
Of balmy kiſſes, moiſt with rich deſires ; / 
The burning bluſhes, and the panting heart; 
The yielding wiſhes that the eyes impart, 
Oft in our boſom kindle glaſs-houſe fires. 


Oh! ſhun the tempting nets that Satan ſpins ! 
The higheſt pleaſures are the deepeſt ſins! 
Woman's a lovely animal, tis true— _ 
Too well, indeed, the lawleſs paſſions know it: 
Unbridled rogues, that wild the charm purſue, 
And madly with the ſcythe of ruin mow it— 


Thus giving it of death the wicked wound— 
E tender How" r ſtretch'd ſweetly on the ground 


&« Ware lark,“ the ſportſman to his pointer cries; 
Deſigning him for partridge — nobler game. 
As the ſoul's partridge is the ſkies, 


66 Ware girl,” ſhould PieTY exclaim. 8 
Wo Bleſt 
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Bleſt is the ſimple man by virtue ſway d, 

Who witfhful burns not for the blooming. mak 
Whoſe pulſes calm as ſleeping puppies lie; 

Who ruſheth not to prey upon her charms, 

Full of Lovz's mad emotions, mad alarms, © 
Juſt like a famiſh'd ſpider on a fly, 

That in the tyrant's claws reſigns its breath, 

Unhappy humming till it ſleeps in death. 


Bleſt is the man who marks the cherry lip, 
And ſigheth not the nectar'd ſweets to ſip, 

Nor preſs the heaving hills of pureſt ſnow ; 
Who marks the love-alluring waiſt ſo taper, 
Without one wiſh, or pulſe's lingle caper, 

And to his hurrying paſſions cries out, No! 
Stop, if you pleaſe, young imps, your hot career, 
“ And ſhun the precipice of fate fo ner; 
« Draw in, or, with the horſes of the Sun, 
„ You drive, like Phatton, to be undone.” 


O Porz, Ive heard that, when a Friar, 
(And Faux, in this, is not a liar) 

Thou oft didſt ſmuggle beauty to thy cell, 
And, ſtead of flogging thy own ſinful back, 
Didſt give a ſweet Italian girl the ſmack— . 

The /macks. indeed of . that lead to men! 


And lo, thou ſinner, Poys, inſtead | 
Of counting ev'ry ſacred. bead, £572.41 | 
Thou wickedly didſt count the damſel's a 5 
Inſtead of claſping the moſt holy croſs, * 
Such was of ſanctity thy loſs, | 
Thou n mortal limbs amid ws arms: 


% des ro il youk; 
Inftead of kiffing the moſt ſacred wood, 
Lo, ear g e dnt ok 


Inſtead of plalmody, the ſkies. to greet, . en Ji 
In ſinful catches didſt thou deal, and glee; 
And lo, to put the angels in a ſweat, 
Thou dandled'ſt the young harlot on thy Knee, 
Singing that wanton ſong of ſhame, 
A lovely laſs to a friar came!” 


Inſtead of begging gracious Heyn, 

For all thy fins to be forgiv'n, 
Ready wert thou to manufacture more 

Thy paſſions, ev'ry one a mutineer, | 

Juſt like 2 caſk of cyder, ale; or beer, 
Fermenting, frothing, friſking, foaming o oer. 


The ſongs of harlots to thine ear, 
So full of witchery, were dear, 

And boſom of deſire that hook'd thine ah 
Dear as a murder to a certain ug, 
A well-known wight who ſeems to grudge 

Life and enjoyment to a fly; 


Who, fond of hanging, robs the very eats, 


And on a gibbet mounts his captive rats 
And. moles, 


To look like dangling men and maids, — ſouls ! 


Inſtead of loudly crying, © Let us pray, 
Thou, in thy twilight cell fo ſnug, _ 
Didſt to an armfull of rich beauty ſay, 
Wa ii Toft, « pee tet us wr” 


* FR 5 4 . Inflead 
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Inſtead of turning ard thy two eyes 
Devoutly, for a bleſſing from the ſkies; 
What was thy moſt unhallow'd action? Oh! 
vile didſt thou caſt thoſe eyes on things below. 


ODE u. 


Tus world was never wickeder than now— 
Wedlock abus d ber bond pronounc'd a jail ; 
A wife calPd vilely © ev'ry body's cow, 
© A caniſter, or bone to a dog's tail! 
What dare ol of this degenerate day, 
Of marriage, decent hallow'd marriage, ſay; 
% Wedlock's a heavy piece of heef, the rump! 
e Returns to table, haſh'd and ſtew'd, and fry'd 
« And in the Romach, much to lead ally'd, 
A hard unpleafant undigeſted lump : 
* But fornication ev'ry man enjoys— 
A ſmart anchovy ſandwich—that ne'er cloys— 
« A bonne bouche men are ready to devour — 
e Swallowing a neat half dozen in an hour. 
« Wedlock,” they cry, eis a hard pinching boot, 
But fornication is an eaſy ſhoe— | 
The firſt wort ſuit ; 
«It wo'n't do. 
« A girl of pleaſure's a light fowling-piece— 
“With this you follow up your game with eaſe: 
* That * amp: a wife, * her!) 
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ce Makes the bones crack, Þ © 


« And ſeems, upon the ſportſman's breaking wilt, 


«* A-lumb'ring eighteen-pounder. 


One is a ſummer-houſe, ſo neat and trim, 


* To viſit afternoons for PLRAsuRE's whim ; 
“ So airy, like a butterfly ſo light; 
The other, an old caſtle with huge walls 
* Where MrLAxcHOLVY mopes amid the halls, 
“ Wrapp'd in the doleful duſky veil of Nicar.” 


Then, Pork, on fornication turn thy back: 
Oh, let it feel the thunder of attac! 

Moſt dangerous is this habit, Sir, of ſinning: | 
Hang all the Bawds ; for where's a greater vice, 
Than taking in young creatures, all ſo nice? 


And yet to them, tis merely knitting, ſpinning— 


No more! 
Although the innocent is made a who. | 


With juſt as much fang: Kei, as at their obe 
The butchers ſell rump- ſteaks, or mutton _ 
Or cooks ſerve up a fiſh, with {kill diſplay' d, 
80 an old Abbeſs, for the rattling' rakes, | 
A tempting diſh of human nature makes, 
And dreſſes up a luſcious maid : | 
I rather ſhould have ſaid, indeed, undrefſes, 
To pleaſe a youth's unſantified careſſes. 


Thus, in the practices of fleſhy evil, 
They're off upon a gallop to the devil ; 


* F =” 
** . 


Vet deemthemſelves, poor dupes, cockſureof Heav'n, 


As though Salvation could to bawds be gly 'n, 


To jades encouraging thoſe rebel flres, 


Pe 225 ro * and ſalt deſires ; 
Fr 7 : Curs'd 


* 


Cu 
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Curs'd by the Bible,, if we truſt tranſlators ; j 
Which ſayeth, Woe be to all fornicators: 1” 


At Rome, each hour, are horrid actions done 
By thee approv'd, thou dar'ſt not, Porz, deny : 
Yes, yes, the lawleſs places are well known, 
Where youth for venal pleaſures madly fly, 
Bargain for beauteous charm, and pick, and cull it, 
As at a poulterer's Betty turns a pullet. 
I like examples of a wicked act— 
Take, therefore, Reader, from the Bard a fact. 
An old Procureſi groaning, ſighing, dying, 
A rake-hell enters the old Beldame's room 
« He, mother! thinking on the day of doom? _ 
«© Hz—dam'me, Nabb'ring, whining, praying, 
crying? 
Well, mother! what young filly haſt thou bot, 
“0 To give a gentleman a little trot ?” 


4 O Captain, pray, your idle nonſenſe ceaſe, 
And let a poor old ſoul depart in peace 
« What wicked things the dev'l puts in your head! 
*« Where can you hope to go when you are dead?“ 


% How now, old las? ſhamming Heav'n with 
„praying 

© Come, come, to bus 'neſs—don' t keep ſuch a bray- 
cc ing ; ; : 

Let's ſee your ſtuſf—come, Beldame, ſhow your 
« ware 

Some little Phillis, freſh from country air.” 


« O Captain, how unpiou/ly you prate ! 
Well, well, I ſee there's no reſiſting fate; 


Go, 


© Go, go to the next room, arid there's a bed 
« And ſuch a charming creature in't—-fuch grace! 


« Such ſweet fimplicity! and ſuch a face.!— 
Captain, you are a devil—you are, indeed, 
« I thank my ſtars that nought my'conſcience twits; 
« Which to my parting ſoul doth joy afford. 
“% Captain! Captain! what, for nice young Tits, 
« What will you do, when Lam with the Lozy?” 


* 
% © £ 
* . * * 
£ ” 
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Such was the fact thus was this Bahn perſuaded, 

Heav'n's maſſy door would not be barricaded ! 
Sure, in her mind, that PzTzRK would unlock it! 
Thus had her foul thy paſſport in its pocket. 


. 
„Ae 
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Though the Author has ſo ſeverely reprimanded His Hotixess 
for his incontinency, he, with the "ata candour, ſuſfe&eth bis 


ODE 10 INNOCENCE. 


0 NyMPH of Wk and bluſhful mien, 
Lone wand'rer of the rural ſcene, 

Who loveſt not the city's buſtling ſound, 
But in the ſtill and ſimple vale 
Art pleas'd to hear the turtle's tale, 

Mid the gay minſtrelſy that floats around! 


Now on the bank, amid the ſunny beam, 
I ſee thee mark the natives of the ſtream, 
That break the dimpling ſurface with delight; 
Now ſee thee pitying a poor captive Fly, 
Snapp'd from the lov'd companions of his joy, 
And, ſwallow'd, ſink beneath the gulf of night. 


Now ſee' thee, in the humming golden hour, 
Obſervant of the Bee, from flow'r to flow'r, 
That loads with varied balm his little thighs, 
To guard againſt chill winter's famiſh'd day, 
When rains deſcend, and clouds obſcure the ray, 
And tempeſts pour their thunder thro” the fkies. 


Now ſee thee happy, with the ſweeteſt ſmile, 
Attentive 1 along the fragrant ſoil; 


Beholding | 


1 
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Beholding the ſmall myriads of the plain, 

The piſmires, ſome upon their ſunny hills, 

Some thirſty wand'ring to the cryſtal rills, 
Some loaded, bringing back the ſnowy grain; 


So like the lab'ring ſwains, who yet look down 
Contemptuous on their toils and tiny town! 


Now ſee thee playful chaſe the child of ſpring, 
The winnowing Butterfly with painted wing, 
That buſy flickers on from bloom to bloom; 
Purſuing wildly now a fav'rite Fats, 
Circling amid the golden realm of air, 

And leaving, all for love, the pea's perfume. 


Now ſee thee peeping on the ſecret neſt, 
Where fits the parent Wen in patient reſt ; 

. While at her fide her feather'd partner ſings; 
Chaunts his ſhort note, to charm her nurſing day ; 
| Now for his loyes purſues his airy Way, 

And now with food returns on cheerful wings. 


Pleas'd could I fit with thee, O nymph ſo ſweet, 

And hear the happy flocks around thee bleat ; 
And mark their. kipping ſports along the land; 

Now hear thee to a fav'rite lambkin ſpeak, 

Who wanton ſtretches forth his woolly neck, 
And plucks the fragrant herbage from thy hand. 


Thus could I dwell with thee. for many an hour: 
Yet, ſhould a rural Venus from her bow'r. . 

Step forth with boſom bare, and beaming. eye, 
And flaxen locks, luxuriant roſe-clad cheek, : 
And purple lip, and dimpled chin ſo fleek,” 

And archly heave the love-ſeducing-figh; © 
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And cry, come hither, ſwain—be not afraid ; 

Embrace the wild, and quit the fmple maid” — 
I verily believe that I ſhould go: _, 

Yet, parting, ſhould I ſay to thee,, © Farewell— 

% canmot help it WiIroHCRAT T's in her cell— - 
« The Pass10Ns like to be where tempeſts blow 

« Go, Girl, enjoy thy, fiſh, and flies, and doves ; 

« But ſuffer me to wanton with the Loves.” 


Thus ſhould I act excuſe me, charming Saint; 
An imp am I, in VisTve's cauſe ſo faint 
Like David in his youth, a lawleſs ſwain ! 
Preferring (let me own with bluſhing face) 
The ſtorms of Passiox to the calms of GRAcE; 
One ounce of pleaſure to a pound of pain, 
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PATHETIC ODE S. 


THE DUKE OF RICHMOND'S DOG, 
| THUNDER, | 
AND THE WIDOW'S PIGS; 
4 TAL E. | 
THE POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT. 
ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS, 
ODE TO EASTERN TYRANTS. 
THE FROGS AND JUPITER—A FABLE, 
THE DIAMOND PIN AND CANDLE—A FABLE, 


THE SUN AND THE PEACOCK—A FABLE. 


Far off the HEAO þ/ceds in Brighton Wars, 
At leaſt his Horſe's ribs ſo glorious bleed; 
Where, nobly daring danger, death, and ſcars, 
He flies and rallies on his bounding fteed] —& * 
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E PISTLE DEDICATORY, 
T0 | 
RIS .GRACE 
THE DUKE OF RICHMOND. 
— 
s IX, 
YOUR G ak os well-known accompliſhments ; 


your Gracz's wel Lknown liberality; your Gzacz's 
well-known love of ſham-fights; your Gracr's 


well-known rage for Public Liberty; your Gracz's ' 


well-known political economy; your GRACE's well- 
known private economy ; and laſt, though not leaſt, 
your Grace's well-known Chriſtian-like benevo- 
lence to objects of charity; form ſuch a conſtellation 
of virtues as mult inſpire every Author with an am- 
bition of dedicating his labours to ſo ſplendid a 
character. Flies are fond of the ſun. 


The great diſpleaſure lately given by your GRACR 


to their High Migbtineſſes Meſfieurs PrTT and Dux- 
das, and one or tuo more whom we forbear to menti- 
on, has ſpurred the Muſe to take the part of exalted 


. Merit, 
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wiſhes of a whole kingdom, and endeavour to re. 
ſtore your Grace to a firm ſeat on that high. 
mettled war-horſe, OXxDNANCE, upon which your 
Grack ſeems to ſit ſo r looſe. 


1 am, your Grace's, &c. 


P. PINDAR, 


Merit, defend you with her ægis againſt the unite) . 


N 


The Poet giveth ParLpsoray's modeft and ſublime picture of 
Ixrixirx, a picture damned by the Gzzar Forx of the 
preſent day.— Px r maketh a moſt ſagacious diſcovery of a 
connexion never thought of before, viz. between Fol Ir and 
Granveuvr.—He talketh of wiſdom, and abuſeth the blind- 
neſs of the Yulgar.—He talketh of FLATTERYT.— He plumply 
contradicteth the Yulgar, and advanceth unanſwerable reaſons. 
— He deſcanteth on Mind and Bopr, proving that a horſe- 
whip is as neceſſary for the one as the other. The wiſe and 
elegant ſpeech of the Sqayixx, or Elder Brother. — The Poet 


diſcovereth Diſtance to be the parent of Admiration, and 


confuſeth the opinion of Mos, by a pantomimical illuſtration. 
—PzTzR attacketh many Gazar Men, moſt aptly making 
uſe of a wind. mill and a warming-pan.—He felofteth one 
Great and Ggod Man from the herd of bad. 


'Trouen huge to ur this flying world appears, 
And. great the-buſtle of a thouſand years 
How mall to Him who form'd the vas of nature | 
One trembling drop of animated water! 


What 3 are we ?—Reptiles claiming PiTy's ſigh, 
< Though ip our own conceits ſo fiercely ſtout ; 
e Nay, fucti ſmall wights in Pzovipexcs's eye, 

« As aſks Omnipetence to find us out. 

5 Rd, 80 
®* Conſult the wonders of the microſcape. 
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Ss fays PRILOSOrRY.—“ Fadge, cant, mere wotds, 
* Traſh, nonſenſe, impudence,” cry Kings and 
Lords. 


Ah, Sirs! believe” the ſacred truth I tell— 
FoLLy and GRANDE VR oft together dwell : 
FoLLy with TiTLz oft is ſeen to ſkip, 

Stare from his eye, and grin upon his lip. 


: Wiſdom deſcendeth not from king to king, 
Or lord to lord, like an eſtate; 
The preſent day believerh no fuch thing 

Matters are vaſtly chang'd of late. 


What boys ExPERIENCE from her Wber ſchool? 
« NaruRE on many a titled front writes fool. 
But lo, the vulgar world is blind, ſtone blind; 
The beaſt can ſee no writing of the kind; 
1 3 
„Now this is marvellous indeed. 8 


Hark to the voice of FLaTT* ark ths the fings— 
Gods of the earth are Emp*rors, Popes, and Kings; 
« Godlings, our Dukes and Earls, wad ſuch fine 
n 
And thus the liar Fla r' av ſung of 5 yore; 
The faſcinated million cry'd encore, 
For Wisdom was too young to ſmell the joke. 


Wide was the ſphere- of Ionorance, Aas! 
And faint, too faint, of Fuurn's young ſan * 


NZ k ray; 
4 Too feeble through th' Immznss of gloom to FR 


And beaming chaſe a world of fog away. 


\ 


Ye 
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Ye Vol cAR cry, © GREAT Man are wondrous 
„ wile — 


Whoever told you 6. told arrant lies: 
It cannot be. Not be! why ?—Hear me, pray, 
They are ſo dev Mſh lazy, let me ſay. 


The Mind wants luſty flogging, to be great : 

To uſe a vulgar phraſe, The mind muſt ſweat.” 
Now men of worſhip will not fweat the Mind; | 
Meat, clothes, and pleaſure, come without, they find, 


What man will make a drayhorſe of the ſoul, 
To drag from Scixxcx's hard quarry, ſtone, 

Who really wanteth nothing from the hole— | 
A toll which therefore may be let alone ? 


Th' idea ſeems fo wond”rouſly es, 
As maketh ev ry elder brother fart; 


Who openeth thus his widely-grinning mouth, 
Fine fun indeed for me to drag a cart / 


9 Let younger brothers join it, if they pleaſe ; 
* Old Sqvart-Tos, thank my God, has * my | 
c fleas. ” i 


Suppoſe ye want a fine ſtrong fellow ?—ſpeak, 
Where for this fine ſtrong fellow would ye ſeek ? 
<« Seek! ſeek a drayman, with one voice ye cry | 
% A chairman or a ploughman, to be ſure; | 
% Men Who a conſtancy of toil endure ; 
Such are the fellows that we ought to try.“ | 


This then is granted—well then, don't ye find 
Some 3 twixt the body and the mind? 


Diſtance 
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, Diſtance has wonderful effects indeed; 1 


But, Sirs, this is not ev'ry body” s creed: 
Mos is not in the ſecret that's the caſe; _ 
Mon deemeth great men Gods yes, ev'ry where, 
Far off, or near. 
Now let a ſhort remark or two take place. 


Firſt, I aſſure you that things are not %%; 

By G—d, they are not Gods. I pray ye, go 
To pantomimes, where fine caſcades, and fields, 
And Ea a huge delight to Woxper yields : 


Arora them—what dye find the frowning rocks? 
Lord! what imagitiation really ſhocks ! 

Black pairs of breeches, — worth a groat : 
What are the fields ſo flouriſhing ? green bays, 
The objects of your moſt aſtoniſh'd gaze: 

What the caſcade? a tinſel petticoat, 

And tinſel gown upon a vindlaſs turning, 
The fields and rocks ſo nat rally adorxning. 


Great men, I've ſaid it, often are great fools, 

Great ſycophants, great ſwindlers, and great knaves; 

Too often bred in TVRANNV's dark ſchools, 
Happy to ſee the under-world their flaves. 

Great men, at diff rent times, are diff*rent too; 

More ſo when int reſt i is the game in view. 


A windmill and a warming. pan, no doubt, | 
Are molt unlike each other in their nature; 

Yet, truſt me, the ſame man, in place and out, 

Is to the full as oppoſite a creature. 5 | 


Yet ſome great men are good !—and, by miſchance, 
Their eyes on mis'ry will not always glance: 


PATHETIC ODE. 50 
As, for example, Ricymond's glorious GRAcx, 
A Duke of moſt unqueſtionable merit, 
With Mexc'zvy's cunning, and dread Maxs's ſpirit, 
Who took the ORDNANCE, a tremendous place! 
This Duxz of Tnunpzx is for ever ſpying; 
To find out objects of ſheer merit, : 
How happy too; if objects of di/ftre/s / 
Thus is his Gracz of Guns ador'd by all; 
For this, where'er he rides, both great and mall, 
Him and his horſe, with eyes uplifted, bleſs. 


This TuzzNNE * would be ſorry, very ſorry, 
Should one pale form of want his eye eſcape : 
« No,” cries his Grace, ee MisrorRTUNE ſhall not 
0 worry, | | 
« Whilſt I a fixpence for the poor can a forage. 
How much like MaJzsTyY in Windſor town, 
Hunting for Prrv's objects up and down! 


Yet ſince diſtreſs has *ſcap'd his Gzacz's eye, 

The Muſe ofer TILB'Rx Fort ſhall breathe a ſigh. 

Yet ere on TIL B' RT ForkT we drop a tear, 

Lo, with a tale we treat the public ear 
Relate'a pretty ſtory of his Gracs : 

Much will the tale his Gxack's ſoul diſplay— 

Happ'ning ('tis ſaid) at Goodwood. on a day— — | 


"Twill put a {mile or frown on ev'ry face. | 
: | 


* A French General, of the laſt wy, poſſeſſed of the 
ſublimeſt _ | | 


* 
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THE DUKE OF. RICHMOND" J Dos 
FHUNDER, 


4 
T HE WIDOW'S F168. 


The Widow's whole fortune lodged in the Sow.— Her joy on 
the Sow's lying-in.—-The Duke's dog Tawxvzz much like 
Courtiers.— Tuunbx killeth the young Pigs, yet ſurpaſſeth 
Caurtiers in modeſty. — The Sow cryeth 'out—The Widow 

| Joineth the Sow in her exclamations, The old Steward 
cometh forth at the cry of the Sow and Widow, and uttereth 

z moſt pathetic exclamation. —A ſenſible diſſertatiou on the 
different ſpecies of compaſſion. —The Widow's piteous addreſs 


to his Grace, His Grxcs's humane uy grucrous ariſwer 
to the Widow: 


| A Din neat sees own'd a Sow, her all, 
Which nat'rally did into travail fall, 
And brought forth __ a comely for and daugh- 
te; 
On which the Wi Dow wond'rouſly was "wh 
Caper'd and ſung, as really the were mad 
But TEA RS oft hang upon the heels of LAyGHTER. 


At Goodwood dwelt the Duke's great cog, all 
_ TarvunDis,; . 

A dog, like courtiets, much ;nclind to plutider, ö 

This dog, with courtier-jealouſy fo bu 


* 


Beheld the ſweetly-ſnuffling ſportive litter.” 1 


\ 


Bounce! 4 


* 


*. 
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Bounce! without“ by your leave,“ or leaſt harangue, 
Upon this harmleſs litter, THUNDER ſprang, 
And murder'd brothers, ſiſters, quick as thought; 
Then ſneak'd away, his tail between his rear, 
Seeming aſham'd—unlike great courtiers here, 
Who (Fam reporteth) are aſham'd of nought, 


The childleſs Sow ſet up a ſhriek f loud! 
All her ſweet babies ready for the ſhroud ; 
Now chas'd the rogue thatſuch fad miſchief work'd: 
Out ran the Dame—join'd MisTREss Sow's ſhrill 
_ >: er; 
Burſt was at once the bag that held her fighs, 
And all the bottles of her tears uncork'd, 


« Oh! the Duke's dog has ruin'd me outright; | 
Oh! he hath murder'd all my pretty pigs.” 
Forth march'd the ſteward grey, with lifted ſight, 
And lifted hands, good man, and cry'd © Od, 
7M ſnigs ? 


- 


Word of ſurpriſe! which, with a plaimtve tone; 
And rueful countenance, and hollow groan, 
Did ſeem like pity alſo, for her caſe: 


Yet what's Odſnigs, or moan, or groan, or ſighs, 
Unhelp'd, by Faulxx if the object dies ? 
Or what a yard of methgdiſtic face? 


Compaſſions differ very much, we find! 


One deals in ſight—now ſighs are merely wind: 
Another only good advice affords, 
Inſtead. of alms—now this is only words-; 


Another cannot bear to ſee the poor; 
ds orders the pale beggar: from the door, 
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Now that compaſſion is the beſt, I think, 

(But, ah! the human ſoul it rarely graces) 
Inſtead of groans, which giveth meat and drink; 
Of ring long purſes too, inſtead of faces. 


But, Mvusz, we drop Doc, Doxs, and Sow, and 
Dank, | 
To follow an old pitiful remark ; * 
Like wanton ſpaniels that deſert the game, 
Io yelp and courſe a butterfly or. lark. 


Now to his Grace the howling Widow goes, 
Wiping her eyes ſo red, and flowing noſe. 


« Oh! pleaſe your Grace, your Grace's dev'liſh Fl 
« Taunpzr's confounded wicked chops 
Haye murder'd all my beauteous 7 | 
“ hope your Grace will pay for ev! ry hog.“ 


What anſwer gave his Grace ?—With placid I'S 
Pont cry,” quoth he, * and make ſo much foul 

© weather — 
* Go home, Dame; and WEI Thunder eats the ſow, | 
N pay bor all the Joly 9 5 


at. Log K * 5 


TO 


A POOR SOLDIER OF TILBURY FORT. 


The Poet pronounceth the very great Jhyneſe CubGRt ng W 5 


Mair and Monar—Mzalr' s connexion with Poverty, 
and the conſequenee . Attack on FoxTuxz.—Addreſs to the 
poor SoLpits, He pitieth the poor Soldier's pitiable fate, 
viz. his ragged coat, hungry ſtomach, and want of fire.— 
His companions on the mud. — Per en ſmileth at the hubbub 
made on account of a ſhot-hole in the Lil coat of a great 
Paince, a remnant of glory that probably may add another 
ray to the luſtre of Saint Paur' $,—PETER molt pathetically 
enquireth for his Grac g—proclaimeth him-to be at Brighton, 
moſt heroically engaged. —The different amuſements of his 
Grace at Brighton, awake and aſleep. Crumbs of 9 
n to the poor Soldier, 


Mar and MONEY yery ſeldom meet; 
Form'd for each other, they ſhould oftener greet; 
Indeed much oftener ſhould be ſeen together: 

But Moxzv, vaſtly ſhy, doth keep aloof ; 
Thus PoverTY and Maxrr beat the hoof, 


Expog'd, poor ſouls, to every kind of weather, 
Thus as a greyhound i is meek Mxxrr lean, 


2 lammakin, mach. ragged, mean, 
Her 
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Her garments all ſo ſhabby and unpinn'd: 
But look at FoLLy's fat Dutch lubber Cai; 
How on the tawdry cub has FogTune ad, 5 


When with * the Goppzss ſhould have 
grinn' d! g 


So much for preamble; and now for Tazz, 
Whoſe ſtate forlorn, his Grace could never ſee, 


Poor SoiDItR, after many a dire campaign, 

Drawn mangled from the gory hills of ſlain, 
Perhaps the ſoul of Beliſarius zine; 

Why with a tatter'd coat along the ſhore, 

Where Oczan ſeems to heave a pitying roar,. 
Why do I ſee you thus neglected pine? 


Poor wretch! along the ſands condemn'd to go, 
And join a hungry dog, or famiſh'd cats 

A pig, a gull, a cormorant, a crow, 
In queſt of crabs, a muſcle, or a ſprat! 


Now, at NioHr's awful, pale, and ſilent non. 
Along the beach J ſee thee lonely creep, 
Beneath the paſſing ſolitary moon, 


A ſpectre Realing mid the world of lep. 


Griev'd at thy channell'd cheek, and hoary hair, 
| And quiv*ring lip, I mark thy famiſh'd form, 
And hollow jellied orbs that dimly ſtare, 
Thou, piteous penſioner upon the ſtorm. _ 
The Mvsz's handkerchief ſhall wipe thine ye, 
And bring ſweet Horz to ſooth the-mourntul figh. 
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Deſerted Hero! what! condemn'd to pick, es 
With wither'd, palſy'd, ſhaking, wounded hand, 
Of wrecks, alas! the melancholy ſtick, 
Thrown by the howling tempeſt on the firund 3 ? 


Glean'd with the very hand that graſp'd the ſword,” 
To guard the throne of BRTTAIx's saczeD Logp! 
While CowAaRDice at home, from danger ſhrinks, 
And on an Empire s vitals eats and drinks. 


Heav'ns! let a ſpent and rambling ſhot 
Touch but a Prince's hat or coat, 

Expanded are the hundred mouths of " ; 
Whilſt braver thouſands (but untitled wretches), 
| Swept by the ſword, ſhall drop like paltry vetches, 
Their fate unpitied, and unheard their mme? 


poor Soldier! is that ſtick to make a fire, 
To warm thyſelf, and wife, and children dear ? 

Where is the goodly Duke—of Coals the *'SquIRE, 
Whoſe heart hath melted oft at Mis RY'S tear? 


dad vet'ran! is that coat thy ragged Au? 
Sport of the ſaucy winds and ſoaking rain! 

For this has Cova fac'd the flying ball? 
For this has bleeding BRAv' Rx preſs'd the plain? 


. 
* 


Where is the Man who mocks the grin of Death, 
Turns Bagſhot pale, and frightens Hounſlow Heath ? 


Far off, alas! he bleeds in Brighton wars ; 

At leaſt his horſe's ribs ſo glorious bleed; 

Where, nobly daring danger, death, and ſcars, | 
He flies and rallies on his en R | 


You. II. _ | There 
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Were (96 his Ga c may wich bis happy pag, 
To prove that truly great and valiant men, 
In idle duels never ſhould engage, 

Rut nurſe far dread Reviews their godlike „ 


a Far off, the Hz Ro, in his tent reclin' d. 1 
Where high and mighty meditations ſujt, | 
On leather, leather, turns his lofty mind, 
Io make a cannon of an old jack-boot! 


Great geniuſes, how loftily they jump! 

Lord! what "bis rapture when he deigns to nit 
To feel beneath his Gxagz's gracious >a 

An eighteen-pounder i in his horſe* $ hide! 


There too, 40. Barracks, fir'd in Fgezpon's cauſe Wh 
Ang to Maant Wyle: * hie lyre the HRO tunes; Of 


There too the pow'r of doating Fancy draws 


| Bu 
The Royal George t to fight by air ballons t Lif 
This, Yayor's pow'r moſt eafly can dare— | 
By Fay cy's pow's the royal hip may riſe, Ble 
| Borne by her bladders through the fields of air, He 
Juſt like a twig, by rocks, along the ſkies; © — 
There too. at midnight drear, the Hz Ro ſchemes, | 
Midſt hum and ſnore of wer = England's T 
good'; 
Explores machines of death in. happy "Remy * 
Tor halls of bangs, and cataradis & — 
There, T 
| . Deck, eocebdah ih mileodar 8 
ſure hag been, ſa <viſely. expended. for the eee, 
of his brother Lennox. 2 
+ This was actually propoſed by his Guach with cn fan- gl 


| Hine. idea of ſucceſs | 33 


e ek rcHr. 35 
There, Bke King Rickard, whiin ths Furies tend, 
He buſtles in His fleep; 280 tarts, auc btittis ; | 


Now grafps the ford; aiif new à Candle cd, 
That, blazing ke Bimſolf; beſide Mii bitriis.” 


Thus, *mid his tent reclin'd, the 88 Man 
Vaſt ſchemes in flumber ſpins for Wen 
ſake; 


* And lo,” quoth FAME, « his 82 Grace can 
cc plan 
As wiſely in his fleep as * awake.“ 


When, with his hoſt, CaricuLa came over, 


No matter where for rhyme-fake call it Dover— — 


What were the trophies hence to Rome he bore? 
Of paltry perriwinkles juſt a ſcore! 


But Ricymond from his Brighton wars ſhall bring 
Life to the State, and ſafety to a King! 


Bleſt Man! from Brighton field, with laurels crown , 
He triumphs up to town without a wound ; - 

From Brighton wars, that witneſs'd not a corſe f 
Moſt lucky, loſing neither man nor horſe 


Thus then, O Sol DiE R, diſtance hides his G 3 
Thus is the ſun, at times, of clouds the ſport: 
Let ſoon the glories of his Lordſhip's face 
Shall, like a comet, blaze o'er TIL R' RVY Fort. 


There ſhall the Musz thy piteous tale unfold, 
Gain thee a coat, and coals, to Kill the cold; 
L 12 | Nay, 


The Poet ſeems to have forgotten himſelf : his motto talks 


a different language : but the guidlibet audendi belongs as much 
to P. P. as to every Rher poet, 
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ww | 
_ Nay, fat ſhall ſwim upon thy meagre porridge: 
The ſympathiſing Duxx her tale will hear, 
And drop, at ſound of coat and coals, a tear— 

For RicamonD's bounty equals RicHmond's ou. 
rage. | WS 


TS 


AN 


0 „35 


10 


CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS 


| { So 
CERTAIN PAY. 


A complimentary addreſs to the Soldiers, —Wholeſome ad ice 


PETER draweth a natural and pathetic picture of poor LiTTLE 


Louis, reported to have been diſgracefully put an apprentice 
to a Cobbler. —The' infolence and cruelty of his maſter the 
CoßgLER.— The CopsLEx blaſphemouſly abuſeth TITLE. 
The little ConnLex Kino cryeth.—Senſible reflexions on the 
genius of Kings, with a lick at the French Convention, and 


alſo at his own ſtupidity. PeTer ſupplicateth for the little 


Lovis. Adviſeth the Soldiers to a bold action. Enquireth 
of Soldiers who is to receive their Death - money. — Pr com- 
forteth, and reconcileth them to Death. 

Perzx bleſſeth the King and the War, and curſeth Asen a 
word in the mouths of Mr. PiTT and the Duxs or Rica» 
MOND before they got into office —PETER adviſeth more taxes, 
for a weighty: political reaſon, videlicet, on account of the 


impudence of a Nariox, which always — in an . | 


ferable ratio, with riches. - 


— — 


Ys Heroes, from your wives and turnips far, 
Who wage fo gloriouſly the flying war, | 
I give you joy of hand and leg endeavour ; 
And though ye ſometimes chance to run away, 
The generous GENERAL Munzar's pleas'd to lay, 
** "Tis very 25 indeed tis vaſtly clever.“ 


O cut 
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O cut the Frenchmen' 8 throats, the reſtleſs dogs! 
O with the tiger's gripe upon them ſpring ! 

A pack of vile, degrading, horrid hogs ; 
To make a dirty cobbler of a King ! 


See /tool-propp”d MaJzsTy the leather ſpread; And 
Behold its pretty fingers wax the thread, 6 bt: £© 
And now the leather on the lapſtone, hole; Ane 
Now puts his Majeſty the briſtle in, 1 
Now wide he throws his arms with milk-white ſkin, Fol 
And now he ſpits and hammers on the ſole. 
And lo, a raſcal, chriften'd- SandiCuLorTE, W 


Leers on the window of his ed; and lo, 
He bayls ( without of awe a fingle jot) 4 
L Comes, Maſter King added, firrah, mend my 


qe. 


And. ſee! the Gene uni TOPER 
And lo, at ev'ry ſtitch with fear he quakes.— 
Such is of Liberty the bleſſed fruit! 

The name Licentiouſneſs would better fuit, 


Behold Saint Cr1spin's picture, range to tel 
The 1; low-life cobbler's tutelary Saint, 

Of little. Lovis deck the dirty cell; n 
How diff”rent from the lofty Louvre $ paint! 


See | his hard Maſter catches up the ſtrap, | 
And laſhes the young King's poor back and ſide— 

How! flog his MajzsTy | for what miſhap? 
Ye Gods! becauſe he ſpoil'd a bit of hide! 


Hear, hear the cruel tyrant thus exclaim! 
0. Sirrah, there $ nothing i in a Joſe name; 3 


cc « Tis 


obx #6 TAM on EIen seL DIEM. 319 


64 Ts all mere nonſenſe, found, and Ru together: 
„ Don't think, becauſe thy anceſtors, fo great, 
« Have to 4 paying brought a glorious State, 

«-1 give thee leave to ſpoil 4 piete of leather.” 


And now behold the little tears, like peas, 

Courſe o'er his tender cheek in filence down 
And now, with bitter grief, he feels and ſees _ 

The diff rence twixt a ſtirrup and à crown. 


Folly ! to make a cobbler of a King / 
'Tis ſach a piece of madneſs, to my mind! 

What could ConvenTion hope from ſuch a thing ? 
The race is fit for notbing—of the kind, 


Heav'ns! then how dull F am! It was diſgrace 
FRANCE meant to put upon the royal race; 

«* Aye, and diſgrace upon the Cobbler too, 
Moſt impudently roats the Man or Suox. 


O from the lapſtone ſet the Monarch free! 
O ſnatch the ſtirrup from his royal knee; 
Pull the hand- leather off, and ſeize the awt! 
Seize too the hammer that his fingers gal!!! 


Soldiers! to Paris ruſh—ſtrike RoBER SPERRE, 
Knock DanTon down, and crucify BARERRE ; 
Cruſt: the vile egg from which the Serpent ſprings; 
Io dart th? envenom'd: fang at ſacred Kinos. - 


0 ſoldiers, whoſe your Kinaiciny; T pray? 
At thirty guineas each how dear your hides! 
Much ſhould I like the contract, let me fay > . 


Thricelhucky Roo, that o'er your livev prefides | 


- Then 


- 
— — 
= - _ — — 


— — 


— — Ez 


14 
15 
N 4 
4 : 

4 
1 
BY 
My 
/ : 1 
3... 
1 
1 
f 
"nl 

- 
9 
1 k * 
| 106 
"Hit 

. 

TT 

1 

| 4 


— 


520 ODE TO CERTAIN FOREIGN SOLDIERS, | 


Then pray don't grumble, Sirs, ſhould ye be ſoot; 
That is to ſay, if ye deſire to thrive; 1 
For know, if death ſhould prove your lucky lot, 
Yow re. worth a vaſt deal more than when alive. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


NOW God bleſs our — King, * this good war, 
And d- mn that wicked word we call RRroxu; 

Breeding in Britain ſo much horrid jar, 
So witch. like, conj'ring up a dangerous ſtorm! 


Yet in the mouths of Prrr and Ricnmony! s Logp, 
Once what a fweet and inoffenfive word ! 6 

Thus proving the delightful. proverb true, 
What's meat to me, may poiſon. be to 90. 


And now God bleſs once more good Miſter Prrr, 
Who for invention beats nineteen in twenty; 
And may this Gentleman's moſt ready wit 
Supply the nation all with taxes plenty; 
And as the kingdom has unclench'd its fiſt, 

Pick out a few odd pence for Civil Liſt. 


We are too rich Dame Fon run grows too faucy ; ; 
Wealth is inclin'd to be confounded braſh. . 


| War is a wholeſome bliſter for the back; 15 
Dtraining away the humours all fo 

Elſe would the Empire be of guts a ſack 

A ra eee n Jow. / ; 


War 


7 
, . 
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War yieldeth ſuch rare ſpirits. to a nation! 
Giving the, blood ſo briſk a circulation! 

A kingdom, and a poet, and a cat, 

Should never, never, never be foo fat. 


b 
Cars and Painczs very much alike. 


* A CAT who from a window peepeth out, 
&« Is very like a Car who peepeth in” - 

Thus is it ſaid—and he who is no lout, 
Knoweth that Cats are unto Men akin. 


For Princes looking up towards a throne, 
Are very much like Princes looking down ; 


That is, love pow'r, love wealth, have great propen- 


ſitie, 
Sublimely dealing ever in immenſities. 


PalNcks have clawing paſſions too, I ween— 
Yes, many a foreign King and foreign Queen; 
With ſtomachs wide too as a whale's, or wider: 
The ſubject and a king, in foreign land, 
I often have been giv'n to underſtand, 
Are a poor JaCcK-ass and his Ripzs, 
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ODE TO TYRANTS8. 


Prrax, with his poetical broomitick, belaboureth foreign Ty- 
rants—Taketh the part of the oppreſſed Poox—Aſketh Ty. 


rants knotty. and puzzling queſtions—Giveth a ſpeech of 


Caro.—Peter ſeriouſly informeth them that they are not 
like the Loxp.—PeTzr taketh a ſurvey of the furniture of 
their heads. PE TEA folemnly declareth that the MiuLiiow 
doth not like to be ridden—Giveth an infolent ſpeech of 
Tyrants, and calleth them Highwaymen.—The TarLow and 
the Satin Breeches, — The Sxozmarat and the Shoes. — 
PzTER lamenteth that there ſhould be ſome who think it a fin 
to refit Tyrants.—Adviſeth them to read Rsor's fables. 


WHO, and what are ye, ſceptred bullies i—ſpeak, 


That millions to your will muſt bow the neck, 
And, ox-like, meanly take the galling yoke? 

- Philoſophers your ignorance deſpiſe; © _ 

E'en FoLLy, laughing, lifts her maudlin eyes, | 
And freely on your wi/doms cracks her joke. 


How dare ye on the men of labour tread, 
Whoſe honeſt toils ſupply your mouths with bread ; 
Who, groaning, ſweating, like ſo many hacks, 
Work you the very clothes upon your backs? 
Clothes of calamity, Lad... 
That hold in ev'ry ſtitch a tear. 


Who ſent you ?—Not the Lord-who rules on n high, 
Sent you to Man on purpoſe from the ſky, * - 
Becauſe of wiſdom ĩt is not a proof: 


Show 


C 
1 


6 
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Show your credentials, Sirs ;—if ye refuſe, - | 
Terrific Gentlemen, our fmiles excuſe, 
BxLIEr moſt certainly will keep aloof. 


Old virtuous rugged Caro, on a day, 

Thus to the SooTH8AYERS was heard to ſay, 

« AugGurs! by all the Gods it is a ſhame __ 
“ To gull the mole-ey'd million at this rate; 

« Making of gaping blockheads ſuch a game, 
“ Pretending to be hand and glove with Fark! 


« On guts and 'garbage when ye meet, 

«To carry on the holy cheat, 

How is it ye preſerve that ſolemn grace, 

« Nor burſt with laughter in each other's face? 


Thus to your courtiers, S1Ks, might! exclaim— 
In wonder's name, 
« How can ye meanly grov'ling bow the head 
<« To pieces of gilt gingerbread ? 2 
« Fetch, carry, fawn, kneel, fatter, crawl; tell 
cc hes, 
« To - pleaſe the creature that ye ſhould deſpiſe 2 


Tyrants, with all your wonderful dominion, 
Ye ar'n't a whit like God, in my opinion; 
Though you. think otherwiſe, I do preſume : 
Hot to the marrow with the ruling luſt, 
Fancying your crouching ſubjects ſo much du, 


Your lofty Fee the mighty ſweeping broom. 
Open the warehduſes of all your brains; 


Come, Sirs, turn out—let's lee what ene con- 
tains: | : 
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Heav? ns, how ridiculous! what motley ſtuff! 2 
Shut, quickly ſhut again the brazen doors 
Too much of balderdaſh the eye explore; 

Ves, ſhut them, ſhut them, we have ſeen enough. 


Are theſe the Beings to beſtride a world? | 
To ſuch ſad beaſts, has God his (creatures dura: 


Men want not Tyrants—overbearing knaves 
Deſpots that rule a realm of Haves; ; paar: 
Proud to be gaz'd at by a reptile race: 
Charm'd with the muſic of their clanking chains, 
Pleas'd with the, fog ob STATE: . dead their 
Abri, ri, 
Who cry, with all the mp of Waka 


* Behold your Gods —down; raſcals, on your 


„knees; 


“ Your money, miſcreants—quick, no words, no 
. 74% 


6 Your lands too, ſcoundrels, vermin, lice, bugs, 
„ fleas; 


* And thank our mercy that allows you e Prey 


Thus ſpeak the Hicywavmen in purple pride, 
On Slavery's poor gall'd back ſo wont to ride. 


Who would not laugh to ſee a TayLor bow 
Submiſſive to a pair of ſatin breeches? 

Saying, © O breeches, all men muſt allow 
There's ſomething in your aſpe& that bewitches! 


“Let me admire you, breeches, crown'd with glory; 
„And though I made you, let me ſtill adore.ye; 

„ 'Tho' a Rump's humble ſervant, form'd for need, 
Ao keep it warm, yet, Lord! you are fo fine, 

I can- 
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5 I cannot think you are my work indeed 
Though merely mortal, lo, ye ſeem divine!“ 
Who would not quick cnc, 1 The TATION 8 

% mad!“ | 4 


Yet Tyrant-adoration is as 6 bad, 


See! Crispin makes a pair of handſome ſhoes, - 
Silk and beſpangled, ſuch as ladies ule— _ 
Suppoſe the ſhoes ſo proud, upon each heel, 
Perk it in Cxispix's face, with ſaucy pride, 
And all the meanneſs of his trade deride, 
And all the ſtate of ſelf importance feel 


Tell him the diſtance between them and him, 
Cai8Pin would quickly cry, © A pretty whim ! - 
Confound your little bodies, though ſo ſine, 
« 1s not the ſilk and ſpangles that ye boaſt, 
« Put on you at my proper colt ; 

“ Whatever's on ye, is it not al mine? 
Did not I put you thus together, pray? 
What could the ſimple ſhoes in anſwer ſay! ? 


There too are ſome (thank Heav'n they do not /tgarm) 
Who deem it ſoul to ſtay a Tyrant's arm, 

That falls with fate upon their humble ſkulls ; - 
Some for a DEsror's rod have heay'd the ſigh ſ— 
Let ſuch on wiſer Esop caſt an Oh... 

And read the fable of the Frogs, the fools, 
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THE FROGS AND JUPITER | 


THE Faocs, ſo happy midſt their peaceful pond, 
Of Emp'rors grew at once extremely fond; 

Yes, yes, an Enp ror was a glorious thing ; 
Each really took it in his addle pate, 
- *Twould be ſo charming to exchange their ſtate! 
An EM ror would ſuch heaps: of bliſſes bring! 


Sudden out hopp'd the Nation on the graſs, 

Frog-man and yellow wife, and youth band laſs, 
A numerous tribe, to knuckle down to Jo, 

And pray the Gods to ſend an Emp'ror down, 

*T'was ſuch a pretty thing, th' IuTERIAL Crown ! 

So form'd their plealures, honours, to improve. 


Forth from his old blue weatber-ouf the Sx1xs, 
Jovx briſkly ſtepp'd, with two wide-wond” ring eyes: 
< MynHzsRs,” quoth Jovs, © if ye are wile, be 
e quiet; ; 
* Know when you're happy” but * din 
vain; 
They made the moſt abominable riot; 
« An Emp'ror, Emp'ror, yes, we muſt obtain. 
Well, tale one,” cry'd the God, and down he 
ſwopp'd * . 
A monſtrous piece of wood, from whence he chopp'd 
Kings for the gentlefolk of ancient days; 
Stunn'd at the ſound, the frogs all ſhook with dread; ; 
Like dabchicks, under water puſh'd each head, 
. Afraid a ſingle noſe ſo pale to raiſe. 


; - 


At 
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At length one ſtole a peep, and then a ſecand, 
Who, flily winking to a third frog, beckon'd.; 
And ſo on, till they all obtain'd a peep 

Now nearer, nearer edging on they drew, 
And finding nothing terrible, nor new, - 
Bold on his MayzsTY began to leap : 


Such hopping this way, that way, uff nd an! 
Such croaking, laughing, ridiculing fun! 


In ſhort, ſo very ſhameleſs were they grown; ; 
So much of grace and manners did they es 
One little villain faucily ſquat down, 


And, with a grin, defiÞ'd the RovaL B. 


Now unto Jovs they, kneeling, pray w again, 
« O Juprrxx, this is ſo ſad a beaſt, 


« So dull a Monarch o devoid of brain? 
« Give us A king of ſpirit, Jovx, ar legs” 


The God comply d, and ſent them EMyp*ROR Storm, 
Who with his loving ſubjects went. ta work; 


. Chas'd the poor ſprawling imps from pool ta pool, 
Reſolv'd to get a handſome belly _ 


Now gaſping, wedg'd within his iron beak, 
Did wriggling- ſcores molt lamentably ſqueale: 
Bold puſld the Ru RoR on, with ſtride ſa noble, 
Balting * his ſubjects with majeſtic gobble, 


Again 
* A 8 be found iu the Hamramme: Ihovmenam 
implying a;rapid deglutition of bacon, without the ſalur ceremony | 
of maſtication. It is, moreover, to be obſerved, that Hampſhire 


n 4 
þacon-chowepes 
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* Again the croaking Tribe began to bay, 
ßMl.idſt hoppings, ſcramblings, murder, and diſmay: 


O fave us, Jovs, from this inhuman Tuzx ! 
54 O fave us from this Imp of Hell! | 
| * MYNHEERS,” quoth Jove, © pray keep your En- 
* Y*ror STORK— 
1 Fools never —_— when they are well,” 


0D E. | 


Peran giveth a gentle trimming to. the. jackets of foreign 
Porzxrarzs; and a pair of pretty Fables, by way of look- 
ing-glaſſes, for their NMoer Havourmessrs. 7 


as 


Eurroxs; and Porss and Naons, nigh 
| | things, 15 
I 1.think, too, we may take in foie Kincs, 
A Too often deem their HUMBLE MaxzRs, Slaves ; 
Now ſuch high Folk are either fools or knaves, 
Or both together probably—a caſe. 
That happens frequently amongſt the Race. 
Miethinks now, this is ſcandalous— tis hateful 
Wicked, and, what i is full as bad, ungrateful. | 


The Gzzar of many a Continent and Iſle, 
Enough to make the ſoureſt Cynic ſmile, | 
Or, as the proverb ſays, © make a dog laugh,” 
| Think honours from themſelves ariſe alone; 
Thus are their MaxExs at a diſtance thrown, * 
Confider'd as mere mob, mere-dirt, mere chaff 


The following Fables then will let them know þ 
__ What to us riffraff of the world they OWEs | | 
| 0 . "2 THE 
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DIAMOND PIN 
AND THE. 
FARTHING CANDLE. 


4 1 41 E. 


UPON a Lady's toilet, full of luſtre, 
A Di' mond Pix one night began to bluſter: 


4 Full of conceit, like ſome young flirting girl, 
Her ſenſes loſt in VXN rr v's wild whirl: 


Highly diſguſted at a Farthing Candle, 
Left by the Lapy of the broom, | 
Nam'd Susan, flipp'd into another room, 
Something of conſequence to handle— 


« You naſty tallow thing,” exclaim'd Miss Pix, 
<« Pray keep your diſtance—don' t ay here, and 
| cc wink ; 
« loath ye ou and all your grealy kin— 
Good heav'ns! how horribly you look and 
cc ſtink ! * | | 


«* Good Lord! Miss Pin,” Miss ann quick 
reply'd, | 
« Soften a little that angratafel ak” Tk | 
« You ſhine indeed—to this I muſt agree: 
« Yes" Mi ie, you make a very pretty blaze; 
« But let me tell ye, that your wond' rous rays | 
« Owe all their boaſted brilliancy to me.” 


Sus Ax, who, liſt'ning, heard the great diſpute, 


So into darkneſs Sus Ax blew her beam: 


8 THE DIAMOND PIN, be. | 


* How! Madam Inevpznce! 125 rejoin'd Miss Pix, 


Firſt with a frown, and then a ſcornful grin; 
„ | ſhould not ſure have dreamit of that, 2 


&« MISS Fa r!“ 


_— 


« Susan,” Miſs CANDbE bawl'd, * SUSAN, come 


. here's 
« Such ſaucy language Pll no longer bear: 


4 SUSAN, come, ſatisfy. the Lady's doubt 


<« Take me away, I fay, or blow me out.” 


By no means could refuſe Miſs Cap 's ſuit ; ; 


% Now,” with a tharp ſarcaſtic fneer, | 
(c Nor, quoth Miſs CAN DLE, de 897, my dear, 
* Where is of radiance no your boaſted. ſtream? 


« Where are your keen and faſcinating rays, 

<« Ten thouſand of them—ſuch a mighty blaze? 
Miſs DYnonD ſtar's, and-ſtar*d; and ſtar d again, 
To find departed radiance, but in vain. 2 


Quite vaniſn d not a ſingle ray diſplay'd! 


Each ſparkle ſwallow'd in the depth of, ſhade? 


Alter'd, quite alter'd, ſadly diſappointed, 


| THE bones of her high pride disjointed, 


T fear, 2 Pin, „I much miſtake my na- 
=... a8 
* True anſwer'd CAanDLE, are, » my dear Miſs 
z. 


Lift not, in future, quite ſo high, your. chin, 


“ But ſhow ſome rev'rence for 0 BLAZE-CRE- 
3 Aron.“ CEN 


PHE 


* 
s 
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THE Ss UN 


AND 


THE PEACOCK, 


A FABLE. 


A PEACOCK, mounted on a 1 one an 


Bleſt with a quantum fufficit of pride, 
All conſequence amid the ſolar ray, 


Spread with a ſtrut his circling plumage wide. 


2. Good morrew, (quoth the A Maerzs 


«© SUN 

„ Your braſfy face has greatly been adinir'd— 
Now pray, Sol, anſwer me—Pm not in fun 

« What is there in it to be ſo deſir d? 

If L have any eyes to ſee, 
% And, that I have, is clear to me, 

«© My tail poſſeſſes far more ſplendid grace; 
« By far more beauty than your Worsure's face. 
The Sun look*d down with ſmiles upon the fowl, 
Suppoſing it at firſt an owl ; | 

And thus with gravity reply'd, © Sir, know 
That though unluckily my Worſbip's face ' 
Seems far beneath your rail in · ſplendid grace, 

Still to my face that ghtt'ring tail you owe.” 


* Pcb! (quoth the Peacock) Maſter Sun, 
* Your Highneſs loves a bit of fun. 
M m 2 © TI beg 


j 
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0 I beg your pardon,” anſwer'd SoL again — 


8 And, if you pleaſe, I'll condeſcend to ſhow 
How much to ne, you ev'ry moment owe 


The boaſted beauties of your waving train,” 


« Apreed, with all my ſoul,” the Bird reply'd, 
In all the full-blown inſolence of pride; 
Io credit ſuch a tale I'm not the noddy : 
% Prove that the glorious plumage I diſplay 
« Owes all its happy colours to thy ray, 
« D-m*me Pll tear my feathers from my ad * 


The challeng'd Sun in clouds withdrew 


His ami beams from ev'ry view; 


And o'er the world a depth of darkneſs ſpread: $ 


The bats their churches left, to wing the air; 

The cocks and hens and cows began to ſtare, 
And ſulky went all ſupperleſs to bed ; 

For not an Almanack had op'd its lips ' 

About ſo very wond'rous an eclipſe. 


The Peacock too, amongſt the reſt 
Of marv'ling fowl and ſtaring beaſt, 
Turn'd to his feathers with ſome doubt, 
Amaz'd to find his hundred eyes put out ; 
Indeed all nature now appear'd as black 
As if old SoL had popp'd into a ſack. 
Pleas'd with his triumph, from a cloud, 
The Sun, ſtill hiding, call'd aloud, 
« Well! can ye merit to my face allow? 
What's now your colour ? where your hundred 
«© eyes? 
« The mingled radiance of a thouſand dies? 
“ Speak, Maſter Pracock, way" $ your colour 
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„What colour! quoth the Bird, as much aſham'd 


As courtiers high, by loſs of office tam'd— 

« To own the truth, much-njur'd Prozpus, know, 
« Pm not one atom better than a crow. 

<« 1 ſee my folly—pity my poor train; 

And let thy goodneſs bid it ſhine again“ 


TyranTs of eaſtern realms, whoſe ſubje&s? noſes, 
Like a ſmith's vice, your iron pow'r incloſes ; 
Who treat your people juſt like dogs or ſwine ; 
The meaning of my tale, can ye divine ? 

If not, go try to find it, I beſeech ye, 

And do not let your angry SusJecTs teach ye, 
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CELEBRATION; 
# is, Ho 
THE ACADEMIG PROCESSION. - 
10 | 
SAINT 7 4 M E 8's; 

2 AN ODE, | 


Rare Bard! whom wide-mouth'd Mon with ſhouts ſhalt bail; 
Wrsr at the heady and WIL rox at the tail / | 


CONTENTS. 


n / 


PETER, after the manner of Parſons, prayeth for good wea- 
ther—He beggeth MoxxinG to ſmile on the meat and drink, 
and the cavalcading Members of the Rorar Acaptny.,— 
Peres upbraideth Miſter Wi ron for guzzling porter with 
low People below, when he ſhould be above amongſt the Au- 
tiques,—The Cavaicaps deſeribed. It arriveth at Sat 
Janzs's.—The MEnstss tremble—They appear before their 
SovXZICx.— They fall on their faces. They get up again. 
The Parswrur receives the bonour of Knighthood He 
feeleth himſelf metamorphoſed into a ſublimer creature.—A 
moſt original, beautiful, and ſtriking compariſon between Miſ- 
ter WzsT's new ſtate, and that of a Butterſſy.— PE TEN won- 
dereth at the great pozer of a SworD, and a word, and wiſh- 
eth they could improve the literary abilities of Miſter Was r. 
be Mauszxs life hands; who, PzTER thinketh, would 
| gladly kiſs any other part, than no part of MajzsTv. 


< * 


READER. 


- 


THE 


MARVELLING READER, 


SOON after the death of Dr. JonNsox, a ſubs 


ſcription for a Monument to the memory of that 


celebrated MoraLisT being in circulation amongſt 
the firſt people of the kingdom, the RoyaL Aca- 


DEMY generouſly and unanimouſly voted One Hun- 


dred Pounds towards the expences, as a tribute of 
regard for ſo extraordinary a Man, and one of their 


own Members; Dr. Joxnsow holding the place of 


Prortss0R of MoDErRN LITERATURE, This reſo- 
lution being preſented to the K:nc, his MajzsTY, 
in conſideration of the extreme poverty of the Royal. 
ACADEMY, inſtead of giving the Rovar - AssENr, 


impoſed the Royar VETO. 80 much for Dr, 
JOHNSON, 


Id conſequence of the exalted idea entertained 
by the MEMBERS of the Royal Academy of the late 
PRESIDENT's (SIR JosHUA REvyNoLDs) diſcourſes, 
they reſolved in council that an ELEGANT EDITION 
ſhould be printed at the expence of the Academy ; 


one copy to be preſented to each of the Members; | 


the remainder of the copies to be depoſited in-the 
Library of the Academy; and a copy to be given 
N 5 Occa- 


538 ADVERTISEMENT TO THE READER, 


7 


-— 


occaſionally to the moſt ſucceſsful Student, 2 to 
the newly · elected Academicians. This veſelution 
was alſo offered to the Kine, who, on account of 


the /till-reigning poverty of the Academy, put a pe, 


„80 to the . by a ROYAL vpe! | 


Misrzn Wesr, the preſent nr PRxsi, 


. DENT of the Royal Academy, unterrified by RovA, 
Vzros, with and by the advice of his Counci, 
magnanimouſly produced another ſtring of reſolu- 
tions :—viz. to beg to he permitted to cat and ah 


int is viribus, in ſpite of the Academy's poverty, the 


Aexpnuy's and his Majzsry 's good health, amidſt 


mountains of meat, and oceans of drink ; to preſent 


an addreſs of humble thanks to his MAIEST Y for 
his: anexampled Munificence to his own. Aeaderiy ; 

and to be: indulged with the honour of preſenting a 
handſome MzDAL of Go to his Miaguorv, to her 


MaJesTyY, to the Princs os Wals and to the 


PrIxcess Rovat. Theſe reſolutions were fortu- 
nataly received by MajesTy with the maſt flattering 


cordiality-; and this day, all theſe things (God'will- 


ing) are to be performed and executed, together with 
the moſt augy/t and ſublime 1 of MisTzR 


BEIN Was re“ 8 Knighthged, * Y 
Redeunt Saturnia Ragus“ * 


Ws. Sn the Grit edition, the Porr (as hath hows! clans 
the caſe unn the moſt inſpired characters) finds kimſelf mile 


nalen; the ceremony did got take place: had this m pur ultra 


of laughable and degraded Knighthood: happened}. tlie nights 
of PRG Nicolson would have held up their heads: 


3 5 * 


TER 


ACADEMIC PROCESSION 


T0. 


SAINT FAMPY'S. 


* ff Ps 1 As” 


7 


Sc 0 15 put wee on thy beſt cold; wig. to- day: 
| Let rude DeceMBER be the gentle | 7 \ + 


| Chain'd be the tempeſts, 1 well bung' d the rain; 8 


Nor let a fog his- ſullen twilight ſpread; 
As lately dark*ning bade us think the head © 
Of ſome Hiom-TITLED Man was cleft in twain. 


Yes, yes, let Mogy look down with falling pride, ö 


And ſmile on roaſt, and boil'd, and bak d, and fry/d, 
And grill'd, and devill'd gumsof ( Genws greeting; 

Smile too upon the Academic Men, 1 

Reſpectables indeed who nine in ten, 
Well as of painting, know the art of eating. 


Smile too on the Proceſſion—grateful Throng,, . 

That glorious through the Strand ſhall move along, 
And at Saint. James's give t th addreſs of honey; N 

Full of rich loyalty and candied praiſe, 

For royal fayours that a world amaxe 


Via. pictures, ſtatues, * books, 


ad money. 


Rare 
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Rare Band whaue wide-mouth'd Mob with hou: 
tall hall 85 
Wxsr at the head, and Wu rost at the fail, 

Let let not WIL rom join the glorious rear; 

No, let not WIL rox in the band appear; 


WI. rox, who, lazy beer-admiring Maſter, 


For'Whitbread, quits his pupils and their plaſter ; 
Deſerts, for common ſerving-men, the room, 


And hobs or nobs with LADIES of the Broom: 


Preferring thus black Charles's * Ethiop face 

To BELVIDERE AroLLo's head and grace; 

O fie! 'midſt vulgar porter. pots regaling; 

Who leav'ſt great HERCULES for poor grey Jorn 4, 

And, what muſt ſhock the feelings of a ſtone, 
The youthful Venus for old MoTaer Maine |. 


See! from yon Doux, amid th expectant throng, 
Slow moves the tribe of Benzamin along, 
While Fans before them with her trumpet flies. 
Whilſt on their heads, from bulks and chimney-tops, 
As thick as herrings, or as thick' as hops, _ 
Wild ApmiRaT1ov caſts her countleſs eyes. 


And now they reach the GaTsz of ADORATION! | 
Ang now a very ſudden palpitation W 
Amid the fibres of their hearts they feel! 
And now of Royalty th' electric ſhock, _ 
]uſſ as a man upon their black brow'd rock 
Has oft e from the numbing Ez! 18 


* a of the R. A „ I | 
x An old Servant alſo of the R. Academy. 

1 A Servant likewiſe of the R. Academy. 

$ The Torpedo. 


EX os 


Ky ; SAINT Daus * | 54 wy 


And now they panting mount SAINT IAuzs' ; ſtars 

In goodly order and in goodly pairs; | 
Now at the HALL os AUENOR they arrive; 

Now midſt the blaze of MajzsTy they fall 

Prone on their faces, like affrighted Paul, 
Half dead, alas! poor Saint! and half alive. 


See them, like nine- pins tumbled on the plain ! 
And now they get upon their'#ks again !— _ 
Behold grave BENJAMIN th' addreſs preſent! 
Now on his knees (his ſoul's firſt wilt!) delighted, 
Behold once-Quaker-BenJamin be-knighted, 
Amidſt a moon-eye'd hoſt of wonderment ! 


Now on his ſhoulder drops the magic ſword : 
Ariſe Sir Benjamin!” the SovertIcn ſays 
Happy, the Kor arifeth at the word, 

And feels himſelf o'erwhelm'd with GLoRx's rays. 


In bolder ſtreams his blood begins to flow ; of 
His heart ſublime, a richer torrent pours ; 
He looks contemptuous on the mob below, | 
And, ſwelling, now a pyramid he tow'rs. 
With Lords behold him talk—with Ladies chat 
Of ſceptres, ſnuff, rebellions, and all that. 4 « 


Thus from his humble ſhop the ſilken Worm 


That crawP'd at firſt the earth, to man's ſurpriſe, * 


Burſts forth with ſplendour—what an angel form ! 
And mounts on glittering wings of gold the ſkies; 
Tatks to this mealy LorD, and now that Falr, 

So happy mingling with the Tribes of Air! 


Ah! dwelleth ſuch rare virtue in a ſword? 
Ah! lodgeth ſuch huge magic in a word? 


Good 


ho 


— 
— 
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G od heav- ns ! what pity for th? unletter'd Ellen, 
They cannot teach to ſpeak and read and write ! 


„ -.\ And now they humbly all Kiſs hands ſo ſweet ; F 
8 How bleſt the hand of MajzsTy to greet! whe 
For which; miles high would thouſands gladly 
jump: 
And would but ſacred MajzsryY "REY 
Such really is AunTrTiox's raging fit, 
(Unlike RanELAis the rogue 5 they'd kiſs the 
rump ! _ 
N Now cloth'd with bene ſee the 2 retreat 
Now Majgsrv's good health they drink and eat / 
Now, maudlin, MajzsTY's good health 4! Norge! a 
Now on poor kingleſs Francs they run their rigs! 
Now mad for Majzsry they burn their wigs! _ 
Now, loyal, fry their watches f for KING GroRGE | 


® The ſtory of Rabelais running Fake hs Pope s preſence i is 
too well kown to be repeated. 


＋ This farce was aQually performed FER the late reign, 


in the full form of loyalty, by the Mayor and ALlvermen of 
a certain Corporation m a weſtern county. 
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